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Just one of over 40 features now standard 
on trie totally redesigned Jetta. 
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SURGEON GENERAL'S WARNING: Smoking 
Causes Lung Cancer, Heart Disease, 
Emphysema, And May Complicate Pregnancy. 



Personalized 

Nothing says more about you than what you drive, especially if it's a RAV4. Just the simple 

license plates 

act of driving the RAV4 says it loud and clear: you are you and no one else is. 

would be 

Unless, of course, you have an identical twin. And then they could always buy one, too. 

redundant. 
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1 8 00 -GO TOYOTA ♦ www.toyota.com 

©1998 Toyota Motor Sales, U.S.A.. Inc. Buckle Up! Do it for those who love you. Toyota reminds you to Tread Lightly!* 
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Painted pinky for 
display purposes only: 
Les Rythmes Digitales' 
Jacques Lu Cont 
faces down the '80s. 

Photograph by 
Andreas Bleckmann. 
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P.62 FOREUER VOUNG 

Tight T-shirts, out-of-control babysitters, high-schoolers 
hunting down teachers for the alien-infested freaks they 
are. From the juvenile-delinquent flicks of the '50s to 
the curent fab trash hit The Faculty (starring our cover 
models Elijah Wood and Jordana Brewster), teen TV 
and movies pleasure us in places we never knew we 
had. A full-throated, pom-poms- m-the-au, skirts-flying 
celebration, dammit. BV MAUREEN CRLLRHAN 

PLUS: R BLIZZARD OF WHITE PANTIES 

An almost exhaustive, though not nearly all-inclusive, 
but pretty dam thorough compendium of the greatest 
teensploitation stars, movies, and TV shows of all time. 
DOUBLE-PLUS: The pimps of youthsploitation. 
AND: Cool stuff coming to a cineplex near you. 



P.74 LIKE R SECRET 

With a brilliantly understated new album, the Idaho- 
based Built to Spill are on their way to becoming 
indie-rock mack daddies. Doug Martsch might even 
buy a new coat. BV ERIC UJEISBAAD 

P.78 NINE FOR 1999 

Remember these faces and names: Les Rythmes 
Digitales, Eminem, the Beta Band, Teenage Rampage, 
Nina Gordon, LiT Mo, Robbie Williams, the Promise 
Ring, and Citizen King. There will be a pop quiz at the 
end of the millennium. 

P.86 THE GRSTRONRUTS 

Who needs E when you can completely transform your 
very essence and open the doors of perception with. . . 
papaya? Peel the skin off, take a big bite and find the 
uncooked pit at the core of the quite fecund raw-food 
movement. BV CHRIS NORRIS 

P.96 FASHION: SUBWAY SEAIES 

PHOTOGRAPHS BV RLEKEI HRV 



ON THE COVER: 

The Faculty's Jordana Brewster and Elijah Wood photographed 
by Alexei Hay and Justine Parsons. Hair by Dennis Lanni for 
Bumble and Bumble. Makeup by Chrisanne Davis for Garren 
New York. Styling by Eric Daman. Prop Styling by Bryan Rindtuss. 
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Hey Ladies: Actor Vincent 
Kartheiser contemplates life 
as "the new Leo." Photograph 
by Darcy Hemley. 
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Everlast exits the House of Pain. BV SUZANNE McELFRESH 
Whack wack: the V add Rapper and Marilyn Manson 
under fire for attacks on journalists. BV RLRN LIGHT 
BACKSTAGE PASS: Who blew the whistle first? Behind 
Puffy's aborted movie career; what Madonna called Cher 
BV JRMES PRTRICK HERMAN 

HUSH HUSH: Pumpkins, and others, go shopping for 
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body mod; seeking the next Goa; Vincent Kartheiser: 

Leo in waiting; Remy Zero; and more. 
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comedy of the year. PLUS: Another crappy day in Another 
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Method Man and Bobby Digital BV PETER SHRPIRO; Pearl 
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club characters as they perform their super realistic . ^t|i^H h^^h^k 
dance moves to disco, house and hip-hop beats. So Jk ^% Jm! P**jl 
get your body movio' with the 9m J*^—~*' / %? "l^lfi i^^jpPL 
game that's got the groove gain on! P? 'JJ f&l& ^jfo^dfl 
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AMUREEN CALLAHAN 
"Forever Young," page 62 
Quote: "I'm really obsessed with all those 
old teen movies, especially Heathers, 
which came out when I was in high school. 
I was a shy Catholic school girl with a 
series of bad haircuts. I identified with the 
Winona Ryder character who wanted to 
be popular and pretty but was also 
repulsed by that." Day Job: Spin contribut- 
ing editor Quirky Detail: can't swim in a 
pool, but is just fine in the ocean 



MARC SPITZ 

"A Blizzard of White Panties," page 66 
Quote: "Endless Love made me cry. 
Particularly the end where Brooke Shields 
admits she still loves Martin Hewitt even 
though he burned down the house and 
nearly slept with her mom. That 's uncondi- 
tional love." Day Job: SPINonline assistant 
editor Upcoming: Wrote and coproduced 
"The Rise and Fall of the Farewell Drugs," 
a play about the music world that will open 
in New York this spring 



KAJHARWA BOSSE 

"The Gastronauts," page 86 

Quote: "The day before I left for the shoot, 

I talked to this crazy guy who eats only fruit. 

He said, 'When you come down here, you 

have to live by our rules. No flash.' I use 

flash for everything. Are they sensitive 

to artificial light? After a while, I figured 

out that he meant no flesh." Has Shot for: 

Detour, Fortune, Icon Super-Ironic 

Fact: really dislikes fruit 



CHRIS NORRIS 

"The Gastronauts," page 86 

Quote: "One dietary extremist I talked to 

said that prior to getting into raw food he 

was an ordained minister of Scientology 

and had to sign a billion-year contract, 

binding for future lifetimes. After that, a 

commitment to raw vegetables must be a 

breeze." Day Job: Spin staff writer 



ERIC WEISB/IRD 

"Like a Secret," page 74 

Quote: "I accompanied Built to Spill to 
Princeton. It was kind of a homecoming. 
I was in the class of '87 and there I am 
in a Princeton eating club seeing kids with 
T-shirts that said class of 02 on them. 
It made me feel incredibly old." Day 
Job: Village Voice music editor 



• ...a cockeyed charmer with a rare gift for 
acute observation.' 

-Rolling Stone 
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"KORN ROCK. /OUR ARTICLE IS RB4LL/ TOUCHING. 

IT RMLL//VWKES YOU THINK." -Melissa Colucci 




Dig the New Breed 

I'd like to thank Neil Strauss for his article 
on Korn, "Please Love Them: They're 
Korn" [November, cover). I don't under- 
stand why Jonathan Davis calls himself a 
"sissy." If anything, he must be an incred- 
ibly strong person to be able to express 
his personal demons in the explosive 
way that he does. He's very talented, and 
I hope one day he learns how to feel 
good in his own skin. One thing's for 
sure, though: I am really jealous of 
Strauss; if Jonathan offered me sex, 
I would have accepted. 
Mary Razook 
Troy, Michigan 

I am so grateful that you finally saw fit to 
put Korn in your magazine— and to top it 
off, on the cover! They deserve credit for 
releasing three successful albums and 
for having their own tour. 
Jessica Reyes 
Lowell, Indiana 

Korn rock. Your article is really touching. 
I never knew that Jonathan Davis had 
problems other than child abuse, ft really 
makes you think. 
Melissa Colucci 
Edison, New Jersey 

Honky Dory 

Charles Aaron's article ["What the 
White Boy Means When He Says Yo," 
November] is one of the best things Spin 
has published lately. I teach an African- 
American Literature class in a school of 
mostly white students. We have both the 
"wiggers" and "wiggas" Aaron describes. 
But we also have a fair number of white 
people (usually guys) who love to play 
gangsta CDs in their cars just so the col- 



orful language can be heard in the 'bur- 
banhoods and in front of the school. 
Because nearly 71 percent of all rap 
albums are purchased by white kids, 
there may exist a significant number who 
buy those CDs in order to maintain their 
racist view of the inner city and, in turn, 
to reinforce their own racist view of 
black life. Just like other generations of 
white teens, they borrow from the black 
culture in their own rejection of middle- 
class values instead of honestly devel- 
oping their own mechanisms. When 
I engage my students in this debate, 
I fully expect a hellish reaction of self- 
righteousness, but instead I receive 
mostly stone silence— a couple of kids 
begin to debate, but cut themselves off. 
One girl recently stated that she buys the 
music to help get these "poor" people 
out of the ghetto. Last year I had the 
opportunity to converse with a black 
young adult from Minneapolis. I told him 
how devastated a number of kids in our 
school, mostly girls, were after Tupac 
went down. He was dumbfounded by 
their passion; he believed that most of 
these kids couldn't know enough to be 
so "empathetic"— the same feeling Aaron 
expresses at the end of his article. Yes, if 
I were to drive our wiggas into Milwau- 
kee after dark and leave them on Cherry 
Street, I doubt they would make it out in 
one piece. I just wish there was some 
other way these kids could get a more 
accurate take on that culture. 
JelfCebulski 
Burlington, Wisconsin 

I appreciate the candor Charles Aaron 
shows in wading through stereotypes 
and biases. As a white English teacher 
in a predominately white school in Port- 



land, I observe the co-opting of DMX, 
Snoop, and Wu-Tang on a fairly regular 
basis out on the cul-de-sacs. But, have 
we dumbed down pop culture so much 
that anything with a scratch or sample is 
labeled African-American? Anyone who 
truly wants to hybridize themselves into 
the culture of the street (and do it sin- 
cerely, as Aaron hypothesizes is possi- 
ble) would have to actually pick up a 
book. Cornel West, Shelby Steele, 
Thomas Sowell, W.E.B. Dubois, Baraka, 
Ernest Gaines, etc., are the real deal. 
Let's not pretend Puffy and Biggie 
somehow belong in that group. 
John Schlaefli 
Clackamas, Oregon 

This new generation of white homeboys 
are self-indulged, hardened kids who 
steal attention by blaring bass across the 
suburban neighborhoods. Okay, Mommy 
and Daddy hear you. Now go away. 
Kayla Wood 
Columbus, Ohio 

As a white, female hip-hop DJ, I under- 
stand what it's like to be an outsider in 
the environment in which I am truly most 
comfortable. While racial stereotypes are 
slowly being broken down in (some 
aspects of) hip-hop music, strong, talent- 
ed female artists (who keep their clothes 
on) are still anomalies. Now, I wouldn't 
necessarily put Limp Bizkrt in the same 
category as Shadow, but what these 
artists have to say is important As El-P 
says in the article, embracing a culture is 
different than claiming to be part of that 
culture. Hip-hop is a culture that originat- 
ed with African-Americans, but now hip- 
hop artists and aficionados come in 
many different colors. There have been 
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Lara Croft + SPINonline = TL 4-Ever 

Contrary to the gossipmongers at all the 
major tabloids, SPINonline is /ust friends 
with Lara Croft, animated sex symbol and 
star of the popular videogame Tomb 
Raider. But that doesn't mean we're 
unwilling to exploit our "friendship" with 
her. Log on for the interview January 15. 

Built with Major Cred Read the fea- 
ture on Built to Spill (page 74), then take 
a stab at winning their excellent latest 
release. Keep It Like a Secret, by being 
one of the first ten to name the other 
bands that members Scott Plouf, Doug 
Martsch, and Brett Nelson played in. 
E-mail Spintronic@aol.com by February 1. 

Andy Working Overtime Between 
mouthfuls of glazed doughnuts, curmud- 
geonly pop icon Andy Partridge revealed 
his deep fear of public performance and 
worst nightmare: becoming Syd Barrett. 
So, will XTC tour for their new album, 
Apple Venus Vol. If Log on January 22 
for all the oranges and lemons. 

Spindex As much as people insist it's 
not a popularity contest, we all know 
that it really is. "It" being who your 
favorite TV teen is— and why. Felicity, 
Joey, Buffy, Jen, Brandy, Dawson, 
Pacey, Ben, and Angel are waiting for 
your answers, so don't let them down. 
E mail us at SPINpoll@aol.com. 

Sound-Off It's a Hanson Life: Okay, Tay 
fans, we get the picture. You love Han- 
son; you can stop sending us e-mails 
now MlsabelH14aaol.com, obviously 
doing her dissertation on the subject, 
e-mails: "hanson's the best! i love their 

MUSIC AND THEY ARE ALSO VERY CUTE!" 

Meanwhile, rkbaird@earthlink.net offered 
a unique editorial brainstorm: The boys 
in blond need to be on our cover 
because "they rock so hard!" We've 
indulged you, now feel free to resume 
sniffing the glue on your wall collages as 
we put you on "Ignore." 




Lara Croft: Come closer, you cyberstud. 
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white graffiti writers, Puerto Rican B- 
boys, and Asian DJs since day one. And 
we are all part of this because we love it. 
Anastasia Klafter (a.k.a. D J Anna) 
New York, New York 

Because you like to call whites who are 
into hip-hop "wiggers," I think you are 
just another media pawn in American 
racism. Do you have to emulate a black 



person or his or her culture to be into 
hip-hop? Why don't you get out of New 
York City once in a while? The melting 
pot may result in wiggers where you are 
from, but hip-hop has a different mean- 
ing in the Pacific Northwest. People here 
listen to it because we are tired of hear- 
ing "Smells Like Teen Spirit" 
Jeff Sutton 
Eugene, Oregon 



READER ST4TS: Breakdown off this month's letters . . . 


Thinking Sean Landers finally has "crossed the line" 1 1 24% 


Among Korn respondents, writing "Kofln." or if typed, "KoRn" 


90 | 


From sample above, adding a "Vox" or a "rulz" 


BJBJBJB] 50% 


From graduates of the Rant Like Tony Stockton School 


BJ 20% 


Accompanied by naked photos of self 


1% 


With the salutation "Dear Roiling Stone' 


1% 


Wrongly identifying the photographer as the writer 


PJ 15% 


From concerned readers, pleading to Spin to "wake the fuck up" 


■SJ 25% 


Waking Spin the fuck up by scolding us for our apology to Courtney 


|5% 


Saying the opposite of what they mean {e.g., "Congratulations on...") 


BSJ 25% 


Not only knowing who Amy Rigby is, having an opinion on her clothes 


1% 


Balanced letters not written in the heat of anger 


■BSJ 30% 


Accusing Spin of becoming Vibe 1 


■BBS, 35% 


From high-school teachers 


2% 


From prisoners 


| 5% 



What does the white boy mean when he 
says "yo"? How about, "I'm a pimple- 
faced, suburban white teenager who has 
no real concept of the ghetto and wants 
to sound like a hard-ass"? 
Jason Reeher 
Grove City, Pennsylvania 

"What the White Boy Means When He 
Says Yo" is one of the most interesting 
articles I've read in a long time— especial- 
ly now that so many white kids and 
teenagers are turning to rap over rock as 
their adopted form of rebellion. Charles 
Aaron shows us case after case of white 
youths who have found a better form of 
expression in hip-hop, but I finished the 
article never quite knowing why. Why 
would a 16-year-old kid choose hip-hop 
over, say, punk, Goth, or Marilyn Manson? 
To say it's because every white parent 
hates hearing their child listen to rap 
music is a gross generalization. One kid 
lists "smoking weed, talking shit to cops" 
as reasons for picking hip-hop. Not the 
most intelligent of answers, but who can 
blame him? Rock music hasn't exactly 
grown stagnant, but it is boring. If racial 
barriers truly are being broken down by 
the great numbers of white kids listening 
to hip-hop, then why don't we see more 
black kids at rock concerts? 
Andrew Collins 
Fredericksburg, Virginia 



Absence of Mallets 

An open letter to John Kricfalusi ("The 
Nearly Invisible Animation Genius," 
November): Please find an outlet for your 
vision and escape your bile-drenched 
self-imposed exile. Remember, Jack Kirby 
and Chuck Jones both got screwed by 
the system, but their works will live far 
longer than the brainless pricks in tacky 
suits that thought they knew what was 
best. From someone who actually remem- 
bers your '80s CBS Mighty Mouse work, 
please come back into the light 
Erick Haight 
Petoskey, Michigan 

It does seem perverse that John Kric- 
falusi, creator of Ren and Stimpy, is not 
allowed to practice his art, while the mak- 
ers of South Park get to put out their shitty 
little show each week. 
Ed Hurt 

Memphis, Tennessee 

November Spawned 
a Monster 

Sean Landers [Genius Lessons, Novem- 
ber], I know you are such a rebel that you 
probably sit on your ass and take ten min- 
utes out of your busy schedule to write 
a shocking little article, and maybe if 
I weren't a pregnant teen I wouldn't give a 
damn about your humorous mocking of 
pregnant teens. But who are you to have 
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Straight Outta Roanoke: 
Please, Tony, Don't Hurt 'Em 

Spin, I'm coming to your school to beat 
Charles Aaron's ass on the playground 
("What the White Boy Means When He 
Says Yo," November). Damn, Chuckie (or 
is it C-Dog now), does it really take 16 
pages of bratty, bathetic blah-blah-blah 
to say that life ain't nothin' but bitches 
and money for white boyz, too? Ever 
since the premiere of Blaze, Spin/Vibe's 
attempt at hip-hop awareness, Spin has 
been caught up in their own pretty hate 
machine, crying "your parents hate rap, 
and we can't believe that you love it, so 
here's our opinion of you and your alt- 
rock-hating asses." 

Kurt's dead. Eddie's lumbering around 
some Wal-Mart. Scott's singing the 12- 
bar blues. No, it hasn't been a good time 
in the old town, but sticking Aaron in the 
driver's seat with a loaded pen and a 
thousand-yard B-boy stare has to be the 
limp-meat move of the year. White hip- 
hopsters: the new & improved next 
(de)generation of the B-Boy Kingdom? 
No. They are a fad, and like so many 
MC Hammer-style pants, they will be 
laughed off the market by Xmas. All I see 
littering the suburban mall landscape 
are caveman antics for those who have 
never had a bigger life-crisis than choos- 
ing G.I. Joe over Transformers. Now all 



they need is Fisher Price's My First Detox. 

No music has influenced stereotypes 
faster or more totally than rap— dun. Your 
"empathetic" middle-finger-pointing 
session at your bread-and-butter 
demographic is tired and needlessly 
grandiose. Lingering like Limburger 
gone bad, white kids who are jockeying 
for pole position to be the illest ofay on 
the block can Vanilla Ice their asses 
back into the 'rents' Subaru and double- 
time it to their Noxzema and ICP posters. 
(Oh, I guess it would be vintage PE for 
C.A. cuz he's always been down.) 
Thanks to John "Parappa the" Rappa for 
clueing me in that "hanging out, smok- 
ing weed, [and) talking shit about cops" 
is the proper urban agenda. And also to 
David Ellis, the tag artist, who gives the 
wiggas too much credit for missing the 
diversity they never had. 

Remember: Spending the bulk of your 
expense account paying off Block- 
buster's late fees for Shaft is indeed 
Puffy-esque, but it still doesn't signify in 
my 'hood. 

Word is bond, my wigga, 

Tony Stockton 
Roanoke, Virginia 



an opinion? Are you a 16-year-old, five- 
months- pregnant, self-supporting high 
school graduate? 
Nicki Charette 
Concho, Arizona 

In the Editor's Note in your November 
issue [Going Postal], you state in the last 
paragraph: "We fail to see the sometimes 
profound impact our stories and images 
have on readers, especially younger 
ones. We'll be more careful in the future." 
Well, what kind of impact did you think 
Sean Landers's article on teen pregnancy 
would have on a young person? I don't 
know what kind of influence you are trying 
to have on teens, but that was outra- 
geous. I speak from experience. I am a 
young mother, and I was disgusted by it 
I would hardly call that more careful. 
Stacy Stanfield 
Millbrook, Alabama 

We Don't Need No 
A rms Control 

Why do people think 14-year-old chil- 
dren are opening fire on their classmates 
("Too Cruel for School," Exposure, 
November)? Because there are no metal 
detectors in school? Why kids act out 
such violent scenarios is a question that 
cannot be answered by hidden cameras 
in overhead domes or hallways strategi- 
cally placed to lessen confrontation. 




Increased family and student counseling 
would be more effective than a high-tech 
security system that could very well pro- 
voke even more rebellion by teens feel- 
ing confined and forced to conform to a 
new militaristic system. 
Leah Hadfield 
Norman, Oklahoma 



Correction: 

The January cover and 
inside cover shot 
should have been 
credited to Alexei Hay 
and Justine 
Parsons. 



Write Going Postal, Spin, 205 Lexington Ave., 
New York, NY 10016, or e-mail 
splnonline@aol.com. Always Include your full 
name and phone number for verification. Let- 
ters may be edited for length and clarity. 

Want a back Issue of Spin? Cite the Issue by 
month and year, Include your address, and 
send credit card Info, check, or money order 
tor $7 ($« International) to: ISI-SPIN, 30 
Montgomery St., Jersey City, NJ 07302. Please 
allow 4-4 weeks for delivery. You may also 
call (800) 544-6748 or e-mall your requests to 
lskSwwwmag.com. 
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11 New Songs 
^ Including "Tropicalia 






1998 READERS POLL 



The results are in! Here they are, the polls have closed! The worm has turned! 
The tide is high. It's gettin' late. The deal has gone down. The baby has been 
sold. The eagle has landed.. .and boy, are its wings tired. 



« CUTEST BOY ARTIST: Jonathan Davis (Kom) 1 




CUTEST GIRL ARTIST: Shirley Manson 

FAVORITE SONG: "Inside Out' (Eve 6) 

FAVORITE ALBUM: Follow the Leader (Kom) 
« GUILTY PLEASURE: -Tearin' Up My Heart" ON Sync) 

MOST IN NEED OF A MAKE-UNDER: Marilyn Manson 
« IVORST HIP-HOP ARTIST: Sean "Puffy" Combs 
« BEST HIP-HOP ARTIST: Lauryn Hill; Busta Rhymes (tie) 

MOST UNDERRATED ARTIST: 

Tori Amos; Third Eye Blind (tie) 

« MOST OVERRATED ARTIST: 

Marilyn Manson; Courtney Love (tie) 
BEST VIDEO: "Do the Evolution' (Pead Jam) 
« IVORST (VIDEO: any Backstreet Boys video 
NEXT BIG THING: metal/rap mix 

« IVORST COMEBACK: Kiss 
NEW COOL SLANG: "tight- 

BEST NEW ARTIST: Creeper Lagoon 
FAVORITE TV SHOW: The Simpsons 
« FAVORITE SPIN FASHION ACCESSORY: duct tape 



MULTIPLE CHOICE 

1. It would be 
band because 



RED INDICATES THE MOST POPULAR ANSWER 



to 



as this year's best wigger 



A. offensive. ..Limp Bizkit ...the word wigger is racist 

By ignorant...Beastie Boys. ..they are so much more than that 

C. rude...Korn...it doesn't matter if they are or not-they rock 

2. The grumpy Spin writer most responsible for dismissing ska and 
swing as watered-down retro trends should be: 2 

A. catapulted from a giant trombone through a ring of fire in Reno. 

B. forced to get a beer tattoo on his/her bottom lip (like the guy in Rancid). 
(£) made to live in Orange County for one whole month. 

3. My friend and I went to Llllth '98. The bad news Is that during a Star- 
bucks break, we got into a fight. I was all excited about the Incredible 
success of the all-woman lineup, but she: 

A. felt I was harboring a narrowly stratified and overly separatist vision of artis- 
tic achievement by lauding the absence of men. 

(Bj) said that she'd rather hear the women play atop a leaking nerve-gas stockpile. 

C. felt me up instead. 

1 0nly band in which all members were named. 

2 OM»r creative answers: Nothing, because he/she was right all abng!... Congratulated 
and given a raise.... Applauded and awarded a medal.... Hoisted up on our shoulders and 
regarded as a really smart tucker.... Given the honorary degree of "Dr. Smartypants'.... 
Treated to a free night of love (sex okay).... Awarded the Nobel Prize.... Celebrated with a 
tiekeHape parade (hero 's welcome).... Loved and put on a pedestal. 



Jerry Yar 



fig-Chief 




Yes, that's my real title 



Visa® Purchases: Yahoot Shopping 
Most of my friends seem to be getting married. Go fig- 
ure. 

I usually get them hi-tech gadgets for presents. 
$93.72 Hi-tech Thingamaiig. 
$88.95 Hi-tech Thfngabobber. 
$134.87 Hi-tech IJJhatchamacallit. 
$78.20 Hi-tech UUhoozeeujatzit. 
$1.M93.55 Taiuuanese food - well, after 

bought a $1,M50 plane ticket. 
r even applied for my card online. 



No cash. 

You don't need it ujhen 
you're always online. 




Yahool's first servers were named 
after sumo wrestlers. This big guy 
reminds me of when we starte 
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It's In YotjfflLrarfe^^^^^^^ 

It s In Your Life? 



It's Everywhere You Want To Be? 



THE H/HITE BOY BLUES 

Everlast's new house of pain 



02/99 



Backstage at a taping of Late Night With 
Conan O'Brien, Everlast lifts his shirt to 
show the scar that runs down the middle of 
his chest-thick, red, and seven inches 
long. The disfigurement is the result of the 
emergency surgery the 29-year-old former 
House of Pain thug underwent after he suf- 
fered a massive heart attack last year. No, 
it's not what you might think. "I've had a 
weak valve since birth, but the doctor told 
me I'd have to have an operation when 
I was, like, 50," he says. "He also told me to 
quit smoking. I should have just bought a 
nicotine patch-it would have cost me a lot 
less money." 

But the startlingly introspective tone of his 
recently released solo album, Whitey Ford 
Sings the Blues, is unrelated to the illness- 
his heart stopped beating the night after he 
finished recording for the project. Everlast 
has spent plenty of time reevaluating his life 
in the three years since House of Pain split 
up, a period that included troubles with alco- 
hol and an arrest on an assault and battery 
charge. Though half the album is low-key 
hip-hop, the rest edges toward acoustic 
folk, adorned with piano riffs, strings, and 
horns. The video for his modern-rock radio 
hit, "What It's Like," in which a homeless 
man and a pregnant teen flirt with suicide, is 
a 180-degree turnaround from the "fine malt 
lyrics" and shillelagh beatdowns of his 
"Jump Around" days. 

"I've managed to confuse the hell out of a 
lot of people," Everlast says. Indeed, he's 
easing out of hip-hop at a time when angry 
white boys such as Korn, Eminem, and Kot- 
tonmouth Kings are renting rooms in the 
House of Pain. (His former bandmate DJ 
Lethal now works for Limp Bizkit.) Nonethe- 
less, the record is a sleeper hit. After an ini- 
tially disappointing off-the-charts debut, 
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Whitey Ford has steadily climbed up the 
Billboard Top 200. 

Born Erik Schrody, Everlast borrowed 
his newest alias from the legendary Yan- 
kees pitcher of the '50s and '60s. "I picked 
it because it's real peckerwood. I've always 



Everlast No more jumping around. 

embraced my whiteness and that just says 
it all. Besides, I think of my album as white 
B-boy music. Ray Charles started doing 
country records, but nobody said he was a 
country artist. He just wanted to do some- 
thing different." Suzanne mcelfresh 



The Madd Rapper: Deric "D-Dot" Angelettie. 




CRITICAL BE/4TDOH/N 

What's behind the recent spate of artist-on-journalist violence? 



Over the course of four weeks this fall, editors employed by 
Spin, Vibe, and Blaze— all magazines owned by Spin's parent 
company, Miller Publishing's Vibe/Spin Ventures— were physi- 
cally assaulted in separate incidents. In late October, Foxy 
Brown attacked and threatened Vibe editor-in-chief Danyel 
Smith in a Manhattan restaurant, apparently displeased by her 
December/January cover story; after the confrontation, Brown 
and her entourage attempted to follow Smith home. In mid- 
November, Bad Boy Entertainment producer Deric "D-Dot" 
Angelettie and three other men brutally battered 6/aze editor 
Jesse Washington in his magazine's conference room, kicking 
him in the head and beating him with a chair. 

One week later, Marilyn Manson threatened Spin executive 
editor Craig Marks-after inviting him backstage following a 
New York concert-screaming, "I can kill you! lean kill your fam- 



ily!" Two of Manson's bodyguards grabbed Marks, slammed 
him against a wall, and choked him in full view of Manson and 
members of his entourage. (Washington and Marks have filed 
criminal charges against Angelettie and Manson. Angelettie has 
pled not guilty; at press time, neither Manson nor his body- 
guards had been booked.) 

Those are just the most recent altercations: In July, Tricky, 
upset with a profile in British magazine the Face, attacked its 
author at England's Glastonbury Festival. That same month, 
Wyclef Jean pointed a gun at Blaze's Washington after being 
shown a negative review of Canibus's debut album, which Jean 
produced. And an LA. photographer filed a lawsuit against 
Courtney Love for punching and kicking her last April. "This is 
the sort of treatment dissident writers and investigative reporters 
get in countries like Iran or Russia," says Jake Kreilkamp, 



iterial 
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(continued) acting director of the 
Freedom-to-Write Committee at 
PEN, the writers' rights group. One 
hip-hop insider chalks it up to the 
national anti-media mood over the 
Clinton scandal: "It's trickled down 
to musicians, who are jumping on 
heads much quicker than normal." 

Consider the motivations behind 
these recent attacks. The Angelettie 
posse apparently assaulted Blaze's 
Washington because the magazine 
ran a photo identifying Angelettie 
as the Madd Rapper, a purportedly 
"secret" Bad Boy character whose 
identity other publications had 
revealed months earlier. Manson was reportedly upset 
because Spin had decided not to feature him as the sole 
artist on the cover of the January Year in Music issue. 
Manson declined comment, but on his Web site he 
states, "I had a conversation with Craig Marks express- 
ing I was tired of Spin's immature business behavior." 

Outrage over the incidents— from other journalists or 
from record labels-has been minimal. "It's a bottom-line 
thing," says Adario Strange, former executive editor of 
the Source and owner of the Humbis.com label. "No 
one wants a negative spin, because they know they'll 
probably have to work together again." 

Threats and intimidation have become an accepted 
part of life at most hip-hop magazines; stories of beat- 
downs and slashed tires are all part of industry lore. In 
1994, the Wu-Tang Clan's Masta Killa punched Cheo 
Coker (a Spin contributor) because the Wu didn't like 




My bodyguard: Marilyn Manson 
(right) and friend. 



the illustrations that ran with the 
writer's Rap Pages profile. Says 
Public Enemy's Chuck D, "There's 
no excuse to take it out physically, 
but you should know going in that if 
you're covering shit from the 'hood, 
you're going to have to deal with the 
street element" 

But whether out of genuine fear or 
a wish not to fuel anti-rap sentiment, 
few of these incidents have ever 
been made public. Humbis's 
Strange notes a disturbing catch-22: 
"If you goto the police, you're seen 
as a crybaby who violated street 
codes; if you don't do anything, peo- 
ple know they can walk all over you. Either way, rt makes 
it hard to continue with any respect* 

The music and magazine industries have both played 
a role in creating the current tension. Says Nelson 
George, author of the recent Hip Hop America, "Artists 
don't understand the role of journalists. Everyone 
hangs out together, so there's a subtext that if you feel 
betrayed, it's a personal slight Writers need to reevalu- 
ate their relationship with their subjects, and record 
companies need to give artists a more realistic view of 
what they can control." Ahmir Thompson, a.k.a. ?uest- 
love, of the Roots (and a sometime journalist), agrees. 
"Lots of publicists are saying, 'Those motherfuckers got 
what they deserved." 

As the competition to cover pop culture continues to 
intensify, major artists are in greater demand and conse- 
quently able to exert more control over the coverage they 



receive. By agreeing to such concessions, many maga- 
zines, including Spin, only reinforce this sense of entitle- 
ment Indeed, most of the recent attacks weren't prompt- 
ed by negative coverage; they were disputes over power, 
and, in some cases, over insufficient control of favorable 
press. "It's a seller's market for talent and they know it," 
says Abe Peck of Northwestern University's Medill 
School of Journalism. 

Can drawing attention to these incidents help mend 
the situation? The Roots' Thompson worries that the 
attendant publicity will actually worsen the situation 
for writers. As PEN's Kreilkamp says, "More musi- 
cians might take their frustrations out on journalists 
because they think everybody's doing it" Nonetheless, 
says Cheo Coker, "I spoke out when it happened to 
me because, in the end, it's your only protection 
as a journalist" alan light 

Additional reporting by Greg Milner 



Surviving the Game 

The tension between artists and critics is all too 
apparent in Ice Cube's inflammatory "Pushin' 

Weight" video, in which he 
hunts down and beheads 
a man rndentined as a 
" hip-hop magazine editor. " 
" I get angry just like every- 
body else," Ice Cube says. 
" The difference is that I use 
my music and my words 
as my form of retaliation. " 
Oh, please. era 





INCO/MNG 

New artists: the good, the bad, the soon-to-be unavoidable 

1 -R Dovetail Joint 00 1 (Aware/Columbia) A major-label career is launched when a powerful 
Chicago aft-rock station starts playing a track from a local band's demo. This post-grunge quar- 
tet is probably hoping no one remembers Chi-Town's last "next big thing": Fig Dish, anyone? 
1 B Melky Sedeck Da Joint (MCA) Trying to bust out from big brother's shadow are 
Wyclef Jean's younger siblings Melky and Sedeck. Their hip-hop-tinged soul doesn't break 
much new ground, but at least they don't sample the Bee Gees, "Grease," or Annie. 

1 -C M6a Universal (Tommy Boy) Imagine Uma Thurman as an electronica-lovin' cabaret 
singer and you'll have Reykjavik's latest mono-monikered pop star, Moa. Her vocals float atop 
skittering drum'n'bass rhythms, which probably won't do much to dispel the Bjdrk comparisons. 
2-fl Spy Music to Mauzner By (Atlantic) NYU film-school grad Joshua Ralph recorded his 
genre-hopping debut in a former silent movie theater, apparently to lend a cinematic vibe to 
the whiteboy-f unkin' proceedings. Influences? He cites Beck, so we don't have to. 

2 - B Rae & Christian Northern Sulphuric Soul (Smile) While a lot of trip-hop sounds like 
background music for risotto-and-Chardonnay dinner parties, these chilled beatscapes rise 
above thanks to a little experimentation and an appearance by the Jungle Brothers. 

2- C Eden a.lca. Eden (GlassNote/Columbia) This clean-cut female Aussie trio attempt to re- 
create the "California" sound of their heroes Fleetwood Mac and CSN. But those guys were on 
mad drugs when they made their AM-radio masterpieces. No such luck here. 

3- H Emilia Big Big Wor/d(Universal) With her album's title song hyped as the fastest-selling 
single in Swedish history, this 20-year-old singer/songwriter falls somewhere between Janet 
and Jewel on the pop-o-meter. See such lyrics as "I'm a big, big girl / In a big, big world.* 
3-B Dub Pistols Point Blank (1500/A&M) When London club promoter turned DJ Barry 
Ashworth hooked up with Monkey Mafia's Jon Carter, a Big Beat band heavier on punk-rock 
attitude than rockaf eller skank was bom. Sample titles: "Anarchy* and "Kill the DJ." 

3 - C Black Rob Life Stories (Bad Boy/ Arista) Puffy-approved hip-hop from a former con- 
vict who was featured on Mass's "24 Hrs. to Live* single and the Slam soundtrack. Same old 
stories of drug deals and shootings, as if Biggie's murder never happened, tracey pepper 
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Bad bo* bad boy; wtiatcha gonna do?: New Radicals' Gregg Alexander. 



R4DIG4L CHIC 

NEH/ RADICALS' GREGG ALEXANDER WANTS TO BE /OUR ENLIGHTENED POP ST4R 



Holding court in his darkened rehearsal lair in Los 
Angeles, New Radicals brain trust Gregg Alexander 
cuts an imposing figure. His 6'5" frame topped by a 
dome that has been shaved inmate-bald, the 28- 
year-old is given to wild gesticulations and table- 
pounding when he's making a particularly salient 
point. At these moments, he resembles a cracked 
general plotting a quixotic revolution. 

And, in a sense, he is. Maybe You've Been Brain- 
washed Too, New Radicals' debut disc, is a Trojan 
horse left on the doorstep of a world gone ill. "If peo- 
ple don't start using word-of-mouth to talk about real 
problems, society is in deep shit." he says solemnly. 
"A voice on the radio isn't gonna mean anything if a 
country is bombing the shit out of every place." 

Such proselytizing is common on Brainwashed, a 
melodic, if not contradictory, collection of rants 
against consumer society, celebrity culture, and insti- 
tutionalized apathy, set against a backdrop of innocu- 
ous-sounding blue-eyed soul-pop. The album's hit 
single "You Get What You Give" is orchestrated Up 
With People pop notable for a dis of Beck, Courtney 
Love, and Marilyn Manson, which ends, "Come 
around, we'll kick your ass in." The video recasts 
"Smells Like Teen Spirit" in a New York shopping 
mall, and throws in some Planet of the Apes-style 
class warfare for good measure. 

Alexander insists that calling out La Love, et al., in the 
single's caustic coda wasn't his intention. Rather, he 
wanted to see if the media would focus on the preced- 
ing lines (which broach more "human existence- 
altering" topics) or the celeb-centric bluster that fol- 
lows. He says his experiment produced a "real revela- 
tion": Everyone's obsessing over the name-calling. 

Alexander's dance-friendly diatribes raise the 
question: incredibly cynical exercise in prepackaged 
pseudo-rebellion, or a gutsy (if naive) attempt to 
manipulate the beast from within? Alexander 
acknowledges the inherent irony, but notes that fame 
is the tallest soapbox going for an earnest young man 
with a wake-up call to deliver. "Rock stars, film stars, 
and sports stars are the last renegades of society," he 



says. "The problem is, nobody's using it for anything 
but their own selfish benefit" 

Alexander's theories on the proper applications of 
celebrity are, perhaps, tempered by his own protracted 
tango with fame. Raised in Grosse Pointe, Michigan, 
by a "low-grade dysfunctional" family whose matri- 
arch switched religions on a monthly basis, Alexander 
split at 16 and scored his first record deal at 17. He 
released two much-ignored major-label albums under 
his own name in 1989 and 1992, then signed with 
MCA in late 1997. "It's his time now, it wasn't back 
then," says Michael Rosenblatt, the MCA A&R guy 
who afforded Alexander his third shot. "He's got 
something to say. Hopefully, people will listen." Even 
if he's saying it from a glass house? "The Sex Pistols 
did that very well, too." 

And Alexander's savvy spinmeistering would make 
Malcolm McLaren proud. "Now, I have more of a sense 
of how to make the band more relevant to the big pic- 
ture, the world at large—" Alexander suddenly cuts him- 
self short, and unleashes a self-conscious cackle. 
"How's that for arrogant?" tim kenneju.lt 



MCKSI4GE PASS 

Puffy's birthday bust; What Madonna really 
wants to do is direct 



Watch your back, Will Smith-Sean "Puffy" Combs is 
still trying to make the leap from The Box to The Box 
Office. "It's a big missed opportunity," laments Puffy of 
the Oliver Stone-directed film, The League, in which 
he had been cast— temporarily— as a quarterback. 
"I was on the football field with At Paclno for months! 
I think the (production] schedule got changed four times. 
I had to get back in the [recording] studio before I got 
real upset." According to Hollywood playas, it was the 
film's producers who were upset— so peeved, in fact, 
that they decided to recast Puffy's part. "I heard his cell 
phones were ringing nonstop during his acting 
lessons," claims a music industry insider. "He couldn't 
focus." Puffy maintains the decision to depart was his 
alone: "I got a new album coming out June 26— it's 
gonna be the summer shit," he says. "The studio's what 
keeps my family eating." What the reported $100 mil- 
lion-plus that his label, Bad Boy, made last year didn't 
put enough food on the table? 

When Puffy's not playing Master Thespian, he's host- 
ing splashy soirees for the likes of 112, Total, and, of 
course, himself. The New York Post sniped, "Not only 
can't Sean 'Puffy' Combs throw a football, he can't 
throw a party," when the megamogul's 29th birthday 
bash on Wall Street became a PR fiasco. Many VIPs— 
including Puffy's "boss" Clhre Davis, longtime girl- 
friend Kim Porter, fellow rap impresario Russell Sim- 
mons, and Bad Boy artist Mase-ondod up freezing 
on the wrong side of the velvet rope. Getting in 
required more than fame and a ticket-it took chutzpah: 
Wily Naomi Campbell snuck in through a back door, 
while Mariah Carey commanded her limo driver to 
plow through the ready-to-riot crowd of hundreds. 
To make entry even more absurdly impossible, a strict 
dress code was enforced. "Puffy said if anybody 
comes in wearing sneakers, it's our ass!" shouted an 
assistant at the door to a guest who showed up wear- 
ing— gasp!— Adidas. "He said, if his own mother comes 



Piano Man: Ben Folds. 



STUDIO TI/VIE 

BEN FOLDS FIl^E 



Rock'n'roll rule No. 71 : After scoring a surprise hit, be sure 
your next album contains revelations inspired by success. 
When Ben Folds Five's introspective single "Brick" broke 
big in 1997, the events that followed "made it obvious that 
I might have a career if I'm lucky," says singer/piano man 
Ben Folds. "At the same time I went dark. I did some think- 
ing about life, death, love: the big ones." With that, the trio 
entered Los Angeles's Sound City studio to record the as- 
yet-untitled follow-up to their platinum Whatever and Ever Amen, due this spring. Among 
the new tunes are "Narcolepsy," a "musical haiku" about male emotional shutdown, and 
"Break Up at Food Court," which tackles "how sad it is being in high school and learning 
about heavy emotional stuff against the backdrop of some cheesy mall." "I love to make fun 
of myself," Folds says. "Things are more sad when pitted against humor." jessica letkemann 





My run starts on the fir side 
near the lake of Peraaverence. 
Occasionally my foot raturns 
to the aurface bafora I launch 
myself across a crater or a 
subway grata. Then once around 
the Sea of Tranquility before 
coming beck down to Earth. 
Hy run demands a light shoe. 
Fusion DMX Lita. 



Wave your, er, fingers in the air. Busta 
Rhymes (left) with birthday boy Puffy. 




I MORE MCKSMGE R4SS 

(continued) in sneakers, don't let her in."... 

It's no coincidence Madonna is looking very Cher 
as in "Sonny and..."— these days. The MTV icon wants to 
direct the video for Cher's "La Isla Bonita"-ish single, 
"Dove L'Amore." "She loves the recordl" says both 
divas' mouthpiece Liz Rosenberg. And how does M 
feel about Cher? "I think Madonna called her a cunt 
once," Rosenberg admits, "but I'm sure she meant it in 
the nicest possible way."... 

"Well, we did our best," said Spacehog frontman 
Antony Langdon in the men's room at the New York 
City premiere party for Velvet Goldmine. The singer, 
who has a cameo in the movie, was referring to his 
band's failed attempt to resurrect glam-rock with their 
1996 debut album, Resident Alien, which now seems 
downright prescient. "I wasn't born yet," said Gold- 
mine star Christian Bale (who happened to be reliev- 
ing himself at the urinal next to Langdon s ) of the origi- 
nal movement, "but I was in the womb and dying to get 
on some glitter boots." "We had a glamorous thing 
going," Langdon continued while zipping his fly, "but 
we were homogenized by MTV. Now we're a product 
of the anus of that machine." Spacehog are tentatively 
scheduled to tour Australia with Marilyn Manson, in 
spite of some unpleasantness when they played Brazil 
together in 1997. "One night [the Manson family] cor- 
nered this young girl who was deaf," Langdon 
recalled. "They stuck a hot dog up her ass and video- 
taped it. It was really sad. All she said was, 'Just don't 
come on my shoes.'" Langdon shook his glitter-strewn 
head. "To me, it's not about coming on people's 
shoes, you know?" A Manson spokesperson declined 
comment, james Patrick Herman 



SM4LL SOLDIERS 



SCOURING THE SCHOOL^RDS FOR THE HIP-HOP AND R&B SMRS OF TO/HORROR 

Immature's now mature. Illegal's finally legal. Usher's practically a geezer, and Boyz II Men are older 
than John Glenn. The time has come for hip-hop and R&B to throw the has-beens on the scrap heap 
and replenish themselves with some young blood. And the blood doesn't get much younger than the 
tots pictured here. Pretty soon, some devious A&R genius is going to be scouting sonograms for 
fresh beats. Check the special skills of these little scamps. Jonathan bcrnstcin 



NAME, AGE 
JEROME, 11 



SHOWING A 

GIFTED CHILD QUOTIENT PARENTAL INTEREST 



CHILD PIMPING FACTOR 




78%. Jerome Childers pos- Puff Daddy, who signed 

sesses the keening tones him to Bad Boy after hear- 

and fleetness of foot of the ing a demo, 
young Michael Jackson. 



90%. Jerome's debut single 
"Too Old for Me" draws atten- 
tion to his tender years. The 
accompanying video features 
his attempts to win the affec- 
tions of Total's Keisha before 
being mocked and sent on his 
way by Anfernee Hardaway. 



61%. Hardly a child really, 
Andre Levins has a weath- 
ered, phlegmy delivery rem- 
iniscent of Method Man. 



Kedar Massenburg. The 56%. Album skit portrays A+ 
neoclassic-soul tycoon got being foiled in the middle of an 



his other clients Erykah 
Badu and Chico DeBarge 
to make cameos on A+'s 
second album, Hemp- 
stead High. 



attempted seduction by a 
younger sibling who threatens to 
inform Mom. Wantonly breaks 
expensive- looking violin over 
knee in "Enjoy Yourself video. 




94% . Jerome may have the 
voice and feet of a young 
Michael Jackson, but Ul' 
Man, the lead singer of this 
quartet is the young 
Michael Jackson, down to 
every last squeal, breath, 
and reference to "ABC." 



The Babyfaces. Mrs. 
'face, Tracey Edmonds, 
signed them to her Yab 
Yum label. He wrote them 
a bunch of songs 
designed to be, at every 
moment, evocative of the 
Jackson 5. 



78%. Many songs feature Ul' 
Man suffering from schoolboy 
crushes and being told (oh so 
wrongly) that his feelings aren't 
the real deal. 



PEE tVEE ALL- 
STARS, 7-14 




96%. Not just singers, not Michael Bivins. who, after 86%. Mag 7, the rap crew who 



just dancers, not just rap- 
pers, not just DJs, this ten- 
strong conglomerate 
breaks down into eight 
component pieces, all of 
whom maintain simultane- 
ous individual and collec- 
tive careers. 



surviving his stay in New have the Pee Wee posse's first 

Edition, discovered hit with "Street Mix," flow like 

Boyz II Men, and dreamt up sugar-shocked trick-or- 

Pee Wee's sprawling, treaters. The more they glower 

M enu do-Tang Clan and try to look menacing, the 

concept. cuter they are. 



BABY DC, 13 




53%. Began rapping at age Too Short, who still recalls 65%. Debut album Schooi Dayz 

five. His subject matter being wowed when four- promotes a strong "get good 

runs the gamut from the year-old Baby DC {the son grades" message. Ice Cube and 

peppy "Video Game Playa" of one of his bodyguards) Snoop Dogg advise Baby DC to 

to the somber "Papa Was a took the stage at a show and stay in school. Cube suggests 



Rolling Stone RIP." 



left a smoking hole where 
other MCs once stood. 



that after DC graduates, he can 
beat up his teachers. 



Bollywood and Beyond 

Who says American cultural imperialism is only 
good for pissing off the French? Not so. Take 
Motel Records' recent Bombay the Hard Way: 
Gun, Cars & Sitais, a positively pimping com- 
pilation of Indian film scores remixed by San 
Francisco-based DJ/producer Dan "the 
Automator" Nakamura. Throughout the 1970s, 
India's Bombay-based film industry, better 
known as Bollywood, churned out hundreds of 
pulpy imitations of B -grade American spy and 
gangster flicks, replete with heaving cleavage 




and dancing girls. Most of these " brownsploita- 
tion" productions were scored by Kalyanji and 
Anandji Shah, brothers who fused traditional 
Indian sounds with the funk and space-age 
lounge of U.S. and European soundtracks. "It 
was kind of like their own Indian funk move- 
ment," says Nakamura, who "excavated" 
material from more than 40 hours of the Shahs' 
music, and added an array of turn tab list flour- 
ishes. "I watched a lot of the films in the space 
of, like, two weeks, which probably isn't the 
best idea." zevborow 
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INDUSTRIAL STRENGTH 

Two weeks in the life of Carl Cox, the world's hardest-working DJ 

Still groggy from a NyQuil-induced slumber, Carl Cox laughs when asked how he became anointed the "hardest-working DJ in the world." 
"I work damn intensely, I have fuck-all to do with electronica, and I never, ever get homesick," says Cox, who at 36 has survived the disco, 
hip-hop, and rave regimes. His first official DJ job was spinning tunes at a South London house party thrown by his Barbadian parents. He 
was eight. And for the past 1 2 years, he's been trekking nonstop across the globe, dropping jaws with his manic, three-turntable freakings 
of techno, hip-hop, and house. In March, he'll release the long-awaited Phuture 2000, his first album of original material after three DJ-mix 
CDs. But don't expect a plunge in frequent-flyer miles. "My heroes are guys like Afrika Bambaataa and George Clinton, who are still out 
there at 50-60-years-old, creating a legacy," he says. "I want to be that kind of ambassador for the dance scene." Charles aaron 



% 



10/22 London 6 p.m.: For a 
documentary on acid house, 
Cox re-creates his legendary 
set at 1988's Sunrise rave. 
"I was playing at 10:30 in the morning, 
after all the world's best DJs, and 15,000 
people just totally went off. Since that 
day, my phone hasn't stopped ringing." 
12 A.M.: Five-hour set at the weekly Ultimate 
BAS E, bash, co-run by Cox and part- 
ner/DJ Jim Masters. 

t 10723 Cologne, Germany 
Tribe House party for 2,500 
shvitzing Krauts. Cox hasn't 
played Germany since '95. ("Sometimes 
when I don't play a country for a while, 
rumors start that I'm prejudiced against it. 
Like, 'Oh, Carl Cox hates Poland.") Quits 
at 7 a.m. and drives to Dusseldorf to catch 
a flight to London. Crashes in Heathrow 
Airport lounge, boards plane to Ireland. 



#10/24 Belfast, N. Ireland 
The weekly Shine party. "The 
Irish are very strongly opinion- 
ated, obviously, and if they love 
your music, then they really fucking love 
you, which helps when you're a physically 
drained wreck." 

10/25 Cork. Ireland 
B Reports to Sir Henry's night- 
^P^^ club and discovers that the 
tiny crow's-nest DJ booth has no air con- 
ditioning. "It must have been 140 
degrees in there. I was having heart pal- 
pitations; my pants, my socks, and my 
trainers were soaked." Immediately flies 
back to London, then collapses at home. 



% 



10/26-10/28 London 

Bunkers down in studio to try 
to finish his album, while simul- 
taneously running meetings 
for his label, Worldwide Ultimatum, and 



humping the promotion circuit for Decem- 
ber release of his single "Latin Theme." 

10/29 London Ultimate BASE again, 
but finishes "early" (3:30 A.M.). 



% 



10/30 Liverpool The 

Bugged Out party at Cream, 
England's most booming 
club space. After post-show 
6 a.m. shmooze, drives to Manchester, 
flies to London for a nap, then catches a 
plane to Belgium. 

10/31 Ghent, Belgium 

^V^B Headlines a ceremonial roll- 
out of 250 new Sony PlaySta- 
tion games. While hundreds of geeks 
road-test machinery, the joystick- 
challenged Cox ("I don't have time for 
those things") kicks it in the cavernous 
sports center with lavish surround-sound 
and laser lights. 



11/1-11/4 London Finally 
completes the Phuture 
2000 centerpiece 
"Dr. Funk," a technofied 
version of 1979 disco nugget "Dr. Jackie 
and Mr. Funk" by bebop sax legend 
Jackie McLean. 




11/6 New York 

City Withering 
1-7 a.m. stint at 
the colossus Twilo. 
Quickie nap, flies to Mexico for a rave. 
"All these people want a piece of every- 
thing I've got right now, and if I gave it 
all, I'd be dead or in a looney bin in five 
years. Of course, if somebody wants to 
pay me 10,000 pounds to play Moscow, 
then I'll certainly think about it... I'm not 
that old yet)" 

For an interview with DJ legend Carl Cox, 
log onto SPINonline 's Heavy Rotation. 



HUSH HUSH 

THE /MONTHL/ DISH ON THE /HUSIC BUSINESS 



■ 



On the heels of 1998's under-performing Adore album, 
the Smashing Pumpkins have fired their management 
company, the seemingly omnipotent Q-Prime. By most 
industry professionals' estimation, Q-Prime, along with 
Beastie Boys/Beck foreman John Sihra, is considered 
the pinnacle in the artist management business: Company 
proprieters Cliff Burnsteln and Peter Mensch represent 
Hole, Metallica, Def Leppard, and Madonna (with 
Caresse Norman), and also own a chunk of Tool's label, 
Volcano Entertainment, as well as interest in a handful of 
radio stations. So why would Billy Corgan and company 
part ways with such an industry powerhouse? According to 
Pumpkin consigliere Jill Berliner, the band felt Q-Prime 

and the Pumpkins have a "difference of vision concerning the intersection of art and 
commerce." Many insiders point to the shockingly disappointing numbers for Adore 
as a key factor (just barely platinum, following Mellon Collie's seven-times-platinum 
performance), and the perception that Q-Prime has taken on more than it can handle, 
meaning they have no time for the reindeer games of babysitting, uh, artist manage- 
ment. "They just have too many superstars under one roof, and they can't give all 
those egos the attention that they think they deserve," said one industry watcher. 
Although sources close to the band say the Pumpkins have compiled a short list of 
managerial candidates, including Wallflowers and Fiona Apple manager Andy 
Slater, Tori Amos manager Arthur Spivak, and Korn manager Jeff Kwatinetz, 
others insist the aforementioned Silva has the inside track.... 




Smashing Pumpkins: shopping for handlers. 



If the Pumpkins' management wish-list sounds familiar, 
it's because (with the exception of Spivak) it's pretty much 
identical to No Doubt's. After trying to locate suitable repre- 
sentation at a bargain price, the band settled on Orange 
County homey Jim Guerinot, who also manages the Off- 
spring and Chris Cornell, for what is being termed by 
those close to the deal as "a very traditional management 
arrangement."... Altema-rock kingpins aren't the only ones 
dumping their managers. Super-producer/label mogul 
Kenny "Babyf ace" Edmonds has parted ways with man- 
ager (and Fresh Prince of Bel-Air creator) Benny Medina, 
sparking spirited jockeying by managers to sign up LaFace's 
money-minting machine. Word is that Medina had tired of 
management, and had become too involved running the affairs of the Sean "Puffy" 
Combs empire (including unofficially helming Puffy's Bad Boy record label) to suit 
Edmonds's needs. Meanwhile, Bad Boy Records president Jeff Burroughs has been 
rebuffed in his attempts to carve a bigger piece of the Bad Boy pie and is currently 
being shopped by industry heavies to competing labels, where the reception has been 
understandably warm and fuzzy. But don't look for the preoccupied Medina to take the 
reins from Burroughs. Former Puffy boss Andre Harrell has landed as chief of Bad 
Boy after his very high-profile ousting from Marlah Carey's Crave label and, prior to 
that, from Motown, when he was sent packing with $20-25 million after breaking zero 
records. One industry quip making the rounds is that not even Puffy makes enough 
money to have Andre Harrell as president, joe Fleischer 
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Why wait foT a change in scenery 
when you can make your own? 




ATTITUDE x 2. Ford ZX2 ij£ 



130-horsepower, 16-valve Zetec engine. Responsive sport suspension. Available air conditioning and 
remote keyless entry. Escort ranked "Best Compact Car in Initial Quality" byJ.D. Power and Associates.' 



•The Ford Escort was the highest ranked compact car in J.D. Power and Associates 1998 Initial Quality Study 2V Study based 
on a total 58,117 consumer responses indicating owner -reported problems during the first 90 days of ownership, www-jdpower.com 
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1-800-258-FORDor 
www.fordvehicles.com 
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The Blues 
Foundation 

49 Union Avenue • Memphis, TN 38103 
Phone: 901-527-2583 • Fax: 901-529^030 
E-mail: bluesinfb@blues.org • Web: www.blucs.org 



The Blues Foundation produces the W.C. Handy Blues 
Awards, The International Blues Talent Competition 
and the most popular noncommercial Blues radio 
program in the world, the globally syndicated Beale 
Street Caravan". For more information about the 
Foundation, to join the Foundation, or to find out 
where to hear Beale Street Caravan' in your neck of the 
woods, log onto www.blues.org (o.k., we do have a 
website) or call The Blues Foundation at 800-861-8795. 
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UVE 



CHILDREN OF THE GRAVE 

Creepy Rob Zombie, crawly PJ Harvey 



ROB ZO/MBIE 

Event Center Arena, San Jose, California, November 21, 1998 



As the lights went down, a blast with the force of 
an M- 100 erupted from behind the black curtain 
onstage. The audience was stunned for a moment, 
then broke into laughter when people realized it 
was not a bomb, just an insanely loud drum. "Turn 
it up a little!" someone screamed. "I can't feel it in 
my neck! " Moments later, in a barrage of Oashpots 
and roaring "Superbeast" guitars, Rob Zombie and 
crew kicked off their gothalyptic Grand GuignoL 
complete with dancing robot-monsters, goat-homed 
devils, and a set designed like an amusement park 
spook house. From the same school of spectacle as 
Kiss, Alice Cooper, and GWAR, the former White 
Zombie frontman is all about "more is more." 

In the Kom-powered metal-hop era, old- 
fashioned hard rock has fallen on tough times. But 
while Marilyn Manson's glammy makeover drew 
flat sales, Zombie is enjoying sleeper platinum 
success with the breast-free noise assaults of his 
1998 solo debut, HeUbUly Deluxe. Is it his scare- 
the-parents Satanic posturing? His cartoonishly 
catchy electro-metal anthems? A refreshing lack of 
self-important pop-star swaggering? Probably all 
of the above, plus a remarkably conscientious 
showmanship. If his live set was often little more 
than undifferentiated noize. there was always 



something to look at: As go-go girls danced, two 
giant video screens served up a continuous 
stream of vintage horror, psychedelic collage, and 
goofy Ministers clips. A cover of Black Sabbath's 
" Children of the Grave" was fleshed out with 
pitchfork-toting devils and flickering images of 
burning jack-o'-lanterns and rampaging trick-or- 
treaters. But the Prop of the Night award went to 
Mike Riggs, who played a Plexiglas guitar filled 
with fake blood that he'd periodically drink from a 
spigot, then spit on the crowd. 

Intent on giving the spooky kids exactly what 
they wanted, the band played several White Zom- 
bie bits, including "More Human Than Human" 
and "Thunder Kiss 65.'' Between songs, the humble 
singer hoarsely apologized for a voice "that left 
the building an hour ago," complimented his fans 
on their fine deportment, and thanked everyone 
for buying his CD. And right before "Living Dead 
Gill," Zombie begged the surprisingly large num- 
ber of ladies in the house to scream. "We just 
want to know how it feels to be Matchbox 20," he 
said. "Or the Backstreet Boys." mikerowell 

Log on to SPBionline on AOL tor che complete 
interview with the Ireak show that is Rob Zombie. 



Night of the living dreads: Rob Zombie. 




PJ HARVEY 

Hammerstein Ballroom, New York City, November 4, 1998 



Lady in red: PJ Harvey. 



It's a tribute to Polly Jean 
Harvey's gift that this per- 
functory hour-plus-encores 
concert, with most of the 
songs drawn from her dis- 
appointing last two 
albums, still often rippled 
with magic. After redefin- 
ing avant-garde rock on 
Rid of Me, and making 
jaws drop with the theatri- 
cal tour that followed 
1995's To Bring You My 
Love, Harvey has given up 
hard and creepy to work on soft and creepy. 
Instead of buckshot mythologizing, the 
recent Is This Desire? offers subtle charac- 
ter sketches that require headphones and 
a close reading of her first-ever lyric sheet. 
But "mature" art song is a lesser genre 
than Harvey's earlier, undefinable punk; 



this transition has sapped her strength 
almost as much as when she ceded musical 
control to John Parish on 1 996's Dance Hall 
at Louse Point. Fans now spend their time 
at her shows waiting for drops of precious 
rock. They come, and they're worth it. 

After the chamber-drones of openers 
Rachel's, Harvey emerged in leather jacket, 
whitened face, black bangs, and her favorite 
red dress. Her concerts demand a push up 
front, to appreciate the ease and simplicity 
of her transformation into the possessed. 
The drama is unforced (between songs, she 
relaxes and banters with her cult). It just 
bounces off her, a trick of lighting, posture, 
orchestration. With her sunken eyes and 
hands clenched at her sides during "Is This 
Desire?" my imagination kept hectoring me, 
"That's Anne Frank! " 

Harvey didn't go for much at first, but on 
" Taut, " the fourth number, she erupted: Ges- 



ticulating insanely, Sonic Youth guitars herky- 
jerking behind her, she leaned on the micro- 
phone stand like a greaser girl slouching 
against a car. "Joy" followed, redone as 
bluesy punk with a slide guitar riff played 
over and over, almost like a hip-hop loop. 
Then some bongo playing, John Parish on the 
bahoozachord, and Harvey finally ripping shit 
up on guitar again (she mainly sang on her 
last tour). Even when the show's energy 
dropped — inevitable given the new lower-key 
material— the constantly reconfigured musi- 
cianship was a guaranteed head trip. 

Most of the remaining highlights came 
from earlier records, especially three songs 
from Rid o/Me: "Missed," made even more 
gorgeous by lap steel; "Hook" ; and the 
utterly raw " Snake, " with drummer Rob 
Ellis howling in falsetto. Harvey's voice has 
only gotten bigger over the years, and part 
of the treat live is that it's less masked than 
on her records. Singing "2000 miles away" 
on " Angelene, " there was so much velvet in 
her tone she could have been Chrissie 
Hynde. Be nice if she'd rock us all night long 
next time, but given her enormous talent, 
it's hard to even complain, eric weisbard 
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April March: not 
a French diva, but 
plays ona on CO. 



P/JRISINiflPRILlVithher ye-ye Gallic girl vocals and her sangfroid stage pres- 
ence, April /March seems poised lo become the next French darling ol the international 
pop set. One problem, though. She's not French. In truth, /March is a New /ork 
City-bom, Los Angeles-based former animation cartoonist named Elinor Blake [Ren & 
Stimpy auteur John Kncfalusi— with whom Blake worked on the now-classic episodes- 
came up with the April /March nom-de-roix). For the 33-year-old Blake, who writes and 
sings in both French and English, global popttude is no big deal. "It's like being able to 
play two instruments," she says. "vVhen I'm writing, I just hear some songs as French and 
others in English." 

On her full-length debut. Chrominance Decoder, out on the Dust Brothers' new Ideal 
Records imprint, Blake's lissome chansons en Francois are buffed to a clubpop sheen by 



Air producer Bertrand Burgalat. delivering a beguiling, retro-futunst pop concoction 

that's two parts Serge Gamsbourg and one part Steteolob. Blake says the Dust Brothers 

chose her to inaugurate their new label because of her "all-OKer-lhe-map" resume, 
which includes yocol duty for Brian H/ilson and Yo La Tengo. as well as her own girl- 
group and garage-punk combos. "They didn't sign me because I'm doing something 
fashionable," she argues. Indeed, Blake was into French chanteuses such as France Gall 
and Francoise Hardy long before the relro sounds of France appeared on U.S. dance 
floors. She says she willfully created April /March in her idols' image, then fine-tuned her 
breathy ennui with a spate of faux French ditties on indie labels. Blake intimates that her 
current obsession wilh classical music might prompt yet another image makeover. Says 
Blake, "I have a short attention span." gayloro fields 
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"I said I don't 
do windows!": 
Thrill Kill, the 
game they don't 
went you to see. 




THRILL KILL KULT Lost summer, tideogame fanatics were buzzing about an 
upcoming Sony PlayStation title that promised to be the sickest, bloodiest, most 
hyperviolent iHdeo game yet. The game in question. Thrill Kill, pitted eight fiendish 
characters (including one dressed as a homicidal French maid, aboKe) against one 
another in a grisly dealhmatch to escape the fiery chasms of hell. According to early 
reviews, the mulfiplayer slasher epic. which was to be released by l/irgm Interactive 
in November, had "more blood and guts than we ever imagined." Too much, in 
fact, for Electronic /4rts, which acquired Urgin Interadii'e later that summer and 



quickly shelved Thnll Kill, calling it "inappropriate lor our audience." (Considering 
that audience undoubtedly includes fans of EL4 's brutal Road Rash game, it's hard 
to figure exactly what gentle souls are left to protect.) kVhile a spokesman at B4 
says the company has no pbns to ever release Thrill Kill, enterprising bootleggers 
have stepped in to distribute pirate but eminently playable copies over the Internet, 
/Vlarvel as Dr. Faustus nps the entrails from a pair of Siamese twins. Enjoy the deep 
satisfaction of hacking your opponent to bits in the Slaughterhouse of Flesh. Just 
don't tell anyone you heard about it from us. matthew schwenk 




TROG ROCK The Los Angeles quintet Buckcherry 
might be considered quaint, if they weren 't so 



loud. On their self-titled debut, the group— singer 
Joshua T o dd, guitarist s Keith Nelson and Yogi, 
bassist Jonathan Brightman, and drummer Devon 
Glenn — mine a major AC/DC-Kiss fetish to cum out 
a brash, flashy paean to life's cheaper pleasures. 
"1 got that love in you tight, babe," Todd howls on 
"Baby," while the first single, "Lit Up," revels in 
the refrain, "I love the cocaine, I love the cocaine." 
"It's not a song that's telling people to do a lot of 
cocaine," says Todd. "It's just a song about getting^ 
loaded, you know?" 



Buckcherry formed three years ago after Todd 
juid Ne l son struck up a friendship at their local tat- 
too parlor. Back then they were called Sparr ow, 
but after getting signed to DreamWork s by A&R 
whiz Michael Goldstone (Pearl Jam, Rag e Against 
the Machi ne), th e group had to change its moniker 
to appease a twitchy Christian label of the same 
name. Despite their bad-boy image, Buckcherry 
believe in moderation. "I think this band turns 
away more drugs than other bands," Nelson says 
proudly. "People see us chewing Vitamin C and 
drinking waterafter the gig, and they're like, 'You 
guys aren't getting loaded?'" timkenneauy 



The look of a major AC/DC fanatic: Buckcherry from left, Devon Glenn, 
Joshua Todd, Jonathan Brightman (not pictured, Keith Nelson and Yogi). 
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The Metropolis 

Smog mask comes 
with a f.Her that 
should be changed 
every three months, 
just like a Bnta. 




The Life 

Construction grade 
headphones mute the 
chaos and cacophony 
of city life. Ideal for 
those regularly targeted 
by panhandlers and 
other street urchins. 




The Munch 

Shrill panic alarm is 
guaranteed to drive 
away even the most 
hearing-impaired 
miscreant. Will also 
deeply annoy friends. 



HIGH ANXIETY The multi-pocketed, Gore-tex shelled jacket may be a corner- 
stone of rectified urban living, but the Italian clothier CP. Company believes that 
the vulnerable city dweller needs more. More protection against cancer-causing 
pollutants, against eajdium-rocking decibel levels, and, of course, against ever- 
pervasive random crime. The Metropolis, the Life, and the Munch (named after the 
twitchy Norwegian painter) are elegantly constructed jackets outfitted with high- 
tech safeguards for the paranoid and the just-plain-scared. The pricey coats (each 



costs around $1 ,000) are nearly sold-out worldwide, and the company is at work on 
an as-yet-unnamed fourth version, which will feature an inflatable pillow for the 
weary urban nomad. Although weary celebrity might be more apt: David Bowie 
sports the Life in an upcoming movie, and CP. recently shipped a couple models to 
Harvey Keitel. "Definitely, Keitel is a person in movies we like," says Martino Scab- 
bia Guerrini, CP's director of marketing. "But I have a huge list of people that 
want the jacket. And can't have the jacket. " maureeh callahan 
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Slide Box available in limited areas only. 
For more information call 1-800-414-8164. 



17 mg. "tar", 1.2 mg. nicotine av. per cigarette by FTC method. 



TVs not what you expect, 



M.EM 

lENIHOL FROMjfcuRF jT 



Menthol from nature f 




© 1999 H.J REYNOLDS TOBACCO CCC 




LOI/E GLOI/E You've probably never heard of Dr. 
A V K. Ruddy, but chances are the good doctor 
has touched you in some interesting ways. Reddy. 
an Indian-bom U.S. surgeon, developed the 
first female condom, the Bikini, in 1992, and was 
also the genius behind the revolutionary Pleasure 
Plus, a latex condom rigged with a funny-looking 
pouch under the tip. The Pleasure was a major hit 
when it was released in 1993 by Reddy Labs, but 
after sinking $5 million into R&D, Reddy was too 
spent to keep up production, and a year later the 
company went under. 



Now Reddy has unleashed yet another wonder 



of condom technology: the inSpiral. Distributed 



by Intell&x, the inSpiral is essentially an upgrad- 
ed Pleasure Plus with a conical, asymmetrical 
shape that allows for two baggy areas instead of 
one. It may look even goofier than the original, 
but Brian Osterberg, Intell&x's president, swears 
the pleasure quotient is exponential. "You'll think 
it's the thinnest condom in the world," Osterberg 
says, "because of the friction. As with the Kama 
Sutra, it took Indian minds to put pleasure into 
safe sex." Thank U, India, marcelle karp 



The inSpiral: safe sex gets realty weird. 



ME SO HORNY To Steve Hayworth, one of the loremost prac- 
titioners of aggro body modifications, piercing is for dilettantes. 
A\ his Hayworth Tech Company studio in Phoenix, Hayworth, a for- 
mer medical device designer, performs intricate surgical proce- 
dures that have so far netted such aesthetic wonders as forehead 
bead implants and an excruciating-looking full-metal /Vlohawk, 
("111 never do that one again," the 33-year-old Hayworth says. "It 
gets infected too easily.*) Pushing the titanium-steeled boundaries 
of body art even further is one ol Hayworth 's most recent innova- 
tions: hom implants. The implants, which are made from Teflon, are 
installed transdermals (i.e.. under the skin) just below the hairline. 
,4s the skin stretches, bigger horns are substituted over time lor 
maximum demonic impact. 

"It's like popping a cork out of a wine bottle," says the Enigma, a 
tattoo-riddled former member of the Jim Rose Circus, who had his 
first set of horns installed three years ago. For the Enigma's next set 
(his sixth), Hayworth pbns to replace the Teflon with a specially 
treated coral similar to the type used in facial reconstruction surgery, 
in the hope that the horns will fuse with the Enigma's cranium and 
eventually become real live bones. "There's no reason to think it 
won't work," says Hayworth. 

Dr. Jon Turk, director ol facial and plastic reconstructive surgery at 
Long Island College Hospital, is skeptical. "Pre-shaped implants can 
never become part of the bone. Plus, there's all kinds of potential 
disasters, like infection." AJds Turk, "Philosophically, though, I have 
nothing against someone getting horns." 

Either wav, Hayworth 's horn-headed clients (only ten, including 
Los Angeles tattoo artist Steve Plotz, right) have other problems to 
worry about. "Headstands aren't advisable unless you're good at 
them," the Enigma says disappointedly. Wearing a helmet is dif- 
ficult. Arvi when you sleep at night, you have to stuff the pillow in 
a certain way." d. strauss 



Be the devil, or just look 
like one: Steve Plotz models the 
latest in cranial skinwear. 
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AINT GOIN' TO GO A 

It was the British who first discovered that techno and drugs go great with the great outdoors. What began more than ten years ago with U.K. 
ravers descending on the small Spanish island of Ibiza has since developed into a worldwide rave circuit, replete with package tours, dodgy 
promoters, and twitchy shell-shocked locals. Yet ever since Ibiza, and its more spiritually inclined descendant, Goa, lost their juice, a mostly futile 
search has been on for the next, i^ext ^realest place on earth. The map below charts the great rave migration of the last decade, and guesses 
where beatheads nu^hUancl mjlj^hi^ureljust remember: This year's Tel Aviv is probably next year's Thailand, greg miner 



Hong Kong 

1997-present 



Why It blew up In June '97, Paul 
Oakenfold and others stage "Unity: 
The Great Hong Kong Handover 
Party" on Ko w loon Bay to celebrate 
end of British reign. 
Heyday Ministry of Sound sponsors 
huge festival in October '97; Chinese 
People's Armed Police don psyche- 
delic uniforms for the occasion. 




6 




Why It will fade Actually on the rise: 
raves currently spreading across 
China's southern coast. 



Thailand 

1988-95 

Why it blew up Thai OJ Sat.t 
Thongsam kick-starts rave scene with 
moonlit beach parties on Phangan 
Island. 

Heyday By mid-'90s, attendance at 
monthly beach raves regularly reaches 
3,000; Chemical Brothers muse Beth 
Orton arrives to meditate. 

Why it faded Raves can still draw 
thousands, but frequent drug busts 
keep away the chemically inclined. 



Angkor Wat 

2000-? 

Why it will blow up Ravers, mar- 
veling at the symbolism of the Buddhist 
temple rising from the water, will 
reclaim Angkor Wat in the year 2000, 
celebrating the temple's 900th birthday. 
Heyday "tt All Begins With the East," 
the first big rave of the new millennium. 

Why it will fade Hard to hear DJ over 
guerrilla gunfire. 



Indonesia 

1996-98 

Why It blew up Globe-trotting ravers, searching for brighter Day-Glo 
pastures, move from Australia to Indonesia. 

Heyday Jakarta newspaper trumpets arrival of "Club culture" in '97, via full- 
scale rave thrown by— who else?— Ministry of Sound. "The vibe is like 
England in the late '80s!" says one Ministry OJ. 

Why ft faded As government considers death penalty for E trafficking, 
drug dealers stay home, 



Singapore 

1992-96 

Why it blew up After having a life-altering experience in 
Ibiza, former architect Lincoln Cheng in '91 opens the club 
Zouk, which becomes centerpiece of Singapore 
rave scene. 

Heyday Beach raves take off; police condemn them as 
loo wild, raunchy, steamy, and wet." 

Why H faded Prospect of caning for E use is major buzz kill, 



Heyday Eckes and promoter David 
Prince throw Even Furthur Festival in 
'96, featuring first North American 
workout by Daft Punk. 

Why it faded Cow-tipping not part 
of raver lexicon. 



Australia 

1991-95 

Why It blew up In 1990, British DJs 
Andrzej Liguz and Robin Cook begin 
infiltrating annual pseudo-hippie 
retreat, Contest, in outback between 
Sydney and Melbourne; by early '90s, 
Contest overrun with beat-happy 
Britons. 

Heyday Scene solidifies throughout 
'90s via Goa-like meld of spirituality 
and chemicals; hippies check out 
"feral techno" raves near Byron Bay, 
while urban types cluster around Jelly- 
head raves to the south. 
Why it faded Too many Australians. 
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Ibfza 

1988-93 

Why It blew up London DJ and promoter Paul Oakenfold discovers local 
DJs' free-form "Balearic" style during a drink -and -drug holiday in 
'87; U.K. ravers descend en masse after Ibira sound helps launch '88's 
"Summer of Love." 

Heyday By early '90s, raves so popular that DJ sets are broadcast in U.K. 
for those too skint to pay for plane fare. 

Why it faded Too many American frat boys in search of luved-up babes. 



Rimini 

1997-98 

Why It blew up Birthplace of Italian director 
Federico Fellini, progenitor of trippy montage 
sequences. 

Heyday Paradiso's parties, held in northeastern 
Italy on the Adriatic, regularly attract thousands. 
Why ft faded Nasty STD outbreak reportedly 
brought on by barebacking revelers. 




^^^^^^ 
^^^^^^ 
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Galapagos Islands 

1999-? 

Why It will blow up The landscape that 
provided Darwin's theory of evolution 
becomes the site for 'humanity's next step." 

Heyday Thousands expected to arrive in 
1999 for "No Human Is an Island" happen- 
ing, thrown, inevitably, by Ministry of Sound. 

Why It will fade Ecstasy hampers propa- 
gation of species. 




Ukraine 

1994- present 

Why H blew up In '94. promoter 
Timur Mamedov stages Aerodance 
Soundsystem parties in former Soviet 
Union; by '95, Ukranian full-scale 
beach raves are up and running. 

Heyday In '96, first Reaktor Party is 
held at half-finished nuclear power 
plant in Kanzantip, with '90s style 
Trotskies dancing on coolant pipes 
50 feet above the floor; 10,000 
people show up for '98 blowout 
Why It will fade Promoters say they 
hope to turn Kanzantip into a "trendy 
youth resort like Ibiza." 



t 
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Goa 

1990-94 

Why ft blew up Self-made beatnik 
Eight- Finger Eddie arrives from the 
U.S. in '66, helps establish South 
Indian beachfront as hippie spiritual 
haven; Dead-style beach jams give 
way to electro-pop raves in late '80s. 

Heyday Huge influx of British dance 
heads in 1996 spawn "Goa trance" 
music, performed by outfits such as 
Hallucinogen and Green Nuns of the 
Revolution. 

Why K faded Overrun with dopey 
spiritual tourists. 



Tel Aviv 

199 7- present 

Why It blew up After learning about 
Goa from globe-trotting Israeli soldiers, 
local promoters start trance parties in 
mid-'90s. 

Heyday By late '90s, Tel Aviv second 
only to Goa for full-on trance explosion. 

Why K will fade Still kicking, although 
Israeli officials are getting uppity. 



South Africa 

1994-96 

Why ft blew up In early '90s, cultural imperialists Ministry of Sound 
begin throwing raves in former apartheid capital of Cape Town. 
Heyday In '95 American director Wayne Lehrer shoots local warehouse 
parties for his film, Critical Mass, which follows a young rave promoter 
intent on making the world a better place through E-fueled parties. 

Why It faded Lehrer predicts a *wave of benevolent and transforma- 
tive forces (will] stream into the world, marking a new beginning"; never 
happens. 
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Barely legal: Vincent Kartheiser 
displays his wares. 



PORTRAIT OF THE ARTIST >1S A YOUNG SMACKHEAD "I am the teen star of teen stars," declares 19-year-old Minnesotan 
Vincent Kartheiser with typical acidity. "They send me fan mail. The Backstreet Boys? Crazy about me." Left a bit loopy from 
having done one too many kid-friendly films you probably don't remember {Alaska, The Indian in the Cupboard), Kartheiser looks 
to flee the Teen Beat ghetto by playing a gun-crazy, smack-shooting delinquent in January's Another Day in Paradise. The film, 
director Larry Clark's latest, features Kartheiser being schooled by James Woods and Melanie Griffith in the sordid ways and 
means of cross-country drug-dealing and pharmacy-boosting. Though the movie feels like a third-generation Drugstore Cowboy, 
Kartheiser's fluid performance comes highly recommended: He's being hyped as the next Leo. ("I've never heard of him," 
deadpans Kartheiser.) The youngest of six child prodigies, Kartheiser describes himself as an "asshole" who loves guns, sleep, 
fencing, and. ..alienating people. In fact, he doesn't seem to be bothered in the slightest by the likelihood that his squalid role in 
Another Day in Paradise— along with his next as a Satan-worshiping teen killer in the upcoming Ricky Six— might discourage some of 
his current fans. "This one girl wrote me and was like, 'Your role in Alaska made me cry,'" says Kartheiser. He wrote her back, gently 
suggesting she shoot herself. (A joke, he assures. A joke.) "That's what I mean when I say I'm an asshole," he says, laughing. "I'm 
really unsupportive of my fans." Maureen Callahan 
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YOU CHOOSE THE BANDS! LOG ON TO W W W.ltientOS.COm. LISTEN TO THE MUSIC. VOTE FOR 
THE BANDS YOU WANT TO PLAY AT THE CONCERTS. YOU COULD EVEN WIN A TRIP TO AMSTERDAM. 

the tour: 2/27 NEW ORLEANS 3/27 SAN FRANCISCO 4/24 ATLANTA 5/22 CLEVELAND 6/26 LONG ISLAND 

NO PURCHASE NECESSARY • SEE WEBSITE OR DISPLAY FOB OFFICIAL RULES AND ENTRY FORMS • MUST LIE II YEARS OE ACE OR OLDER TO ENTER • OPEN TO U.S. RESIDENTS ONIT • VOID WHERE PROHIBITED 
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The Southern Radiohead?: Re my Zero, 
from left, Cedric LeMoyne, Cinjun Tate, 
Gregory Slay, and Jeffrey Cain. 
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ZERO WORSHIP Some tips on listening to Remy 
Zero's latest record: "First, get an expensive pair of 
headphones," begins drummer Gregory Slay. "Sit in a 
dimly lit place.. . ." He's cut oH by bassist Cedric 
Le/Vloyne. "Hafe some wine, a bit o) hash, a little 
E...." Singer Cinjun Tate then interrupts, "^Iso, smack 
your father, tell your mother you want to kill her, break 
up wilh your girlfriend.. . ." Finally, guitanst Jeffrey Cain 
adds, "And move to \.A." 

Not exactly easy listening. But in fact. Villa Elaine, the 
densely melodic second album from the Alabama- 
bom quintet (Tate's older brother, Shelby, is a non- 
touring member), is a searing song cycle of arena- 
rock proportions, all dnVen by the younger Tate's 
Bono-does-Freddie /Mercury eocals. Then there's the 
concept. 'I hate that word," says Cinjun Tate, 'but we 
do try to tell a story." The pitch: Person Realizes H/hole 
Life Is Shit; Person Has Debilitating Spiritual Break- 



down; Person Starts Anew. Perhaps unsurprisingly, 
Courtney Lore has pronounced Villa Elaine "genius." 

After their seH-tiHed debut album got lost in the raid. 
Remy Zero left the Deep South and moved into the 
real-life /ilia Elaine, a seedy hotel in downtown Holly- 
wood that was formerly home to Orson Welles and 
Man Ray. "It's blessed with a constant flow of people 
breaking down and starting all ovet again," says Cin- 
jun, who met his fiancee. Charmed gal Alyssa /Wlano. 
while he bivouacked there. The rest of the band wasn't 
so lucky. "I had a lot of people come up to me and 
say, 'Hey. you're from Skynyrd country!" Cain recalls. 
"I was like. 'Uh, the only thing Lynyrd Skynyrd makes 
me think of is the music I heard while somebody was 
beating me up for wearing nail polish." zev borow 

A complete interview with the Remy Zero boys is available 
on SPINonfine. 
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ARTIST TITLE 


MONTHS 
ON CHART 
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LEGAL ACTION 

VIOLENCE IS BAD' 
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MATTHEW LILLARD it 

HYLARIOUS IN SHE S ALL THAT 
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20 


SKYDIVING IN TV COMMERCIALS 

IN HEAVY, HEAVY ROTATION 1 


96 
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SHMOOVE WHITE RAPPERS 

POPULAR IN GERMANY 
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11 


A CHANGE OF HEART WB 

DATING SHOW IS OFF THE HEAZY 
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C 

o 




THE SOUTH PARK CD 

STOOPID 


1 


7 




THE TELETUBBIES CD 

STUPID 


1 


8 
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NEVE CAMPBELL THE NEW 

SIGOURNEY WEAVER? 


1 


9 


24 


GAME BOY COLOR > 

WILL INCREASE YOUR IO 


2 


10 
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IRON CHEF THE BEST SHOW ON TV 


2 


11 




USHER STAR OF STAGE AND SCREEN 


1 


12 


25 


BERETS 1999 S COWBOY HAT ! 


2 


13 
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SAYING NICE THINGS will 
ONLY HURT YOUR FEELINGS 


2 


14 




CHESTER FROM SIFL & OLLY 

SMOOTHEST SOCK-PUPPET EVER 


1 


15 


21 


THE INEXPLICABLE PERSISTENCE 
OF BEN AFFLECK PERPLEXING 


12 


16 
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BUILT TO SPILL 

NEW RECORD IS DOPE 


2 


17 


23 


OUT-OF-SHAPE BACKUP 

DANCERS BRILLIANT OUTKAST 
INNOVATION 


2 


18 


12 


MR. SHOW* 

FIND SOMEONE WITH A TAPE OF THE 
•GAY METAL BAND* SKIT AND STEAL IT 


4 


19 


8 


JENNIFER LOVE HEWITT 

SHAMELESSLY WORKING HER RACK 


9 


20 


12 


[TREND] IS THE NEW CRACK 

THE NEW SUPERLATIVE (AS IN MLH'S 
RACK IS THE NEW CRACK") 


4 


21 


13 


PING-PONG PING-PONG IS 

THE SPORT OF THE FUTURE 


2 


22 




WWW.BRUNCHING.COM/ 
TOYS/TOY TEST.HTML AMUSING 


1 


23 


18 


APES CONFOUNDING ALL 
EXPECTATIONS, STILL WAY HOT 


5 


24 


15 


CONAN O'BRIEN CONAN RULES 


7 


25 




RICKSCHROEDER 

THE NEW LEO? 


1 


1 As are bodyguards 

2. One highly unscientific study conducted by Spin staffers 
determined nearly 63 percent of all television commercials contain 
some form of skydiving. 

3. As seen in Rushmore 

► Biggest gainer this month + Pacesetter Hot Shot Debut 
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Columbia house 



A hassle-free music club that breaks the rules. 

rney finals p'P /r > A ^><^ aboiat 
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Barenaked Ladies 

Stunr 
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Matchbox 20 

■HrO Someone tie ton 
{Lovo/AHanlic) * 
164161 



So Much Fw The Afterglow 
226159 
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Elvis Costello & 
Burt Bacharach 



Pointed Ft 

Hoohe A The Blowfith -Crocked Rear Wew [Atlantic) 
O Shaquillo O'Noal— fl^pec* (Twi *m/AAM) • 
"Forrost Gump" [Ep< Soundfra*] ■ 
Beastie lays— ill Comrtiunicottan (Capitol) Q 

So So Def Bat* All Start Vol. Ill < more 
I So So Def/Cokvnbo) * 
Nine Inch Nail* rv -.•-nrd SpW (TV7/ Inter icopel Q 
tack— Mertow GoW |DGQ Qi 
Groon Du 7 Dookip fftet* ne| 

Pu»o»KHl — C'oakwd Rom Croaiad Horn (Motooor Rwordil * 

Son Volt— Wdt SwVng Fnwnolo |Wamar 6rot | * 
Tom Potty ft Tno Hoortbrookori^nwloi* HTt, {MCA) 
Sonk Youth— CbyoVoom Notion [DGO * 
Elton John -OeoWU M.t> iPolydoi) 



487553 
361370 
187345 



361 37 \ 
476739 
476731 
476S49 
475111 
361057 
474411 



471011 



Wowen 1* Rock 



Uz Phalr— fxJe In Gvyvi fie | Matador Record*] [1 * 479894 

Sarah McLachlan— 'jmninn Toward* fotoiy [Arntol 473389 

Melissa Etheridge- >« i Am (Wondl * 466763 

Ten Amw-liirtt fo'ttSquate* {Aitoni*) 436352 

Sarah M< Loth ton - Touch lAnitoJ 384636 

Leah Andreone Alchemy [RCA) * 261537 

0 Juliana Hatfield iZoe) * 357386 

Both Orron-'anW Pari (Dedicated/A^ta * 255877 

Nanci Griffith OtfW Hvcn. foo (Elektro) * 232328 

Heather Nova— Suan (Big Cat/Wotil * 2494 1 7 

Emma Towmhend— WinlerJond (eottwetf) • 244483 

i; tilrth Fain A Celebration Of Women In Music - 

So/ah MctocWon Jewd. Paula Cole more (Anita) ■ 244426 

Victoria William* — Wuimgt Of A Creekdipper (Atlantic) * 233767 

Ala no Davis— flt'ame It On Me (EWtfro) v 231829 

WIN* Myars— GVowwifl Potm [LMrverjol) * 230649 

Lisa loeb ' -K'tx.r- (Geffenl 229930 

Aimoe Mann— I'm With 5h/p*d (DGC) * 224915 

C Kristin HonOi-ilrorse A^gelilfiykodiKl • 242891 

■jorfc^^-n-clELebro) 220426 

Indigo Girls — Shaming Of The Sun |Epk| 194555 

Meredith Brook* Spring The Eaga (Cap.lot) 1S9365 

lu*cious Jackson — W In Fever Out ICoprlol /Grand Royal) 181503 

Paulo Cola— ft.* rvB (Irrogo/Worner tVt» i * 1 70035 

Lii PHatr-Whip Smart IMotacior Record*. * 169615 

Shown Cotvin- 4 few SmotV Repcwi (Colombia! 167593 

O Tori Amae-'fom The Cho.rg.rf HoW (Alton**) * 241 455 

Sheryl Crow (AAM) 16S969 

Fiona Apple— r-dbl{Wori) * 163584 

Trocy Chapman— New Begrnnrrig [EkAtra) 142828 

Jewel— Of You tAiior*c| 137463 

Notalie Merchont-rigerf'VlEWkfra] 130971 

Joan Osborne— W di (Bli* CwlloVMertwy) • 126110 



Keith Sweat 

Stiff In The Gome 
Ek** 
261396 



faming The Tiger 
{Repr.*e| * 
261008 



Introductory Offer! 





It Tni ( De*-r»» 

;--„-, . 

257295 



Sarah McLachlan 
215236 
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B Crows— Augvil And fverytiS.ng Afar \0GC\ * 467944 

Bryan Adam* -So fo> So Good [The H,t*/ (A AM) 467738 

0 Ivv-Apryfmer.r bit [550 Mud*) * 260984 

-In U*jro |DGC| 467159 

em me* -Add * Up I 1 98 1 I 9931 (Repr. *e 5Joi> | Q 466656 

0 tan Mould- ftie lot) Dog A Pony Show (Rykodnc) • 260976 

B.B. King -Bluet Sommif (MCA) 463505 

The Black Crowe*- Shoie Your Moneymaker (Afner.canJ 462 1 84 

Dr. Ore -rhe Chrome (Deotti Row] O 461970 

Sodiohead-^ablo nfoney (Capitol! • 458885 

ABBA G^ ( d Greoie*> H,r* tPolydtxl 458406 

Ninrana-'r< l f*),ode (DGC) 453340 

Merril Ba in bridge — flerweon 'he Days lUrxvend) e 260919 
Bob Mariey A The Wailon-Noty £>eod [Tjl GonQ/l*iandj 447722 

Al«e In Cham*-0.rf tCoiumbia! 445833 

Gun* N Rote* - [J 442087 

NiVvafto-JStverrriirid [OGCj 442046 

Beat-tie Boy*-Oh«A Vour rHwd ICoptoiJ d 438499 

ZZ Top-Greotetf Hto (Wonw tVo* ) 438010 

Can-I-Bui :Univ»r ia lt Q * 260588 

U2-Achtl<ngBoby|l*lond| 431213 
mer. Bai^-AacadeO'r*B fftSP- fOTPfWydorl 430439 

'(fotyaor) 424721 

The Moody Bluas-Day* Of Future Po**d (CWn| * 423749 

R.8.M.— Ou> Of r-me(Womer Bra* I 41 7923 

Madonna- T he immociAM Collecrwi [S-nj/Worner Bro* I 414557 

The Monkeot— Gn>o»*/ H-« | Rhino) 408203 

Muddy Wo*er»- The &*l Oi (Ch^| 407932 

The John lennon Collecfion ICapilol) 4OS308 

Roy Orbi*on-rhe AH Tune Hn. Vbd I A 2 |CSP| 377945 

Journey-* Greatest Hit* tCotumht?! 375279 

Steppenwolf- )o OredieU H.t* (MCA) 372425 

RIO Speedwogon Greate*t Hit* |f r 367672 
Def Jam Greatesl Hits: Hardcore U Cool J. V*rren G more 

(Def Jam) t| * 258426 

Guns N' Rosas— AppeMe For De**wJion (Geffenl Q 359984 

The Best Of The Doors lEUUro) ■ 357616 

02— The Jothuo Tree (l*land| 354449 

Beastie Boys--i.cen*ed To rtV |l» | m i Q 351692 

Peter Gabriel -So (Geifenf * 34S777 

Def Jam Greatest Hm) (Def Jam) e 258418 

Chock tarry-The Great W,fy F-ght (Che*,) 343657 

Bad Company- ICTFwi a (Albmic) 341313 

Aar os nMth— Cone With MVror* (Geffenl « 339986 

Jimmy Burnett— Song* You Know By Heart (MCA) 33991 1 




J 



Mi 



Cowboy Junkie* 

From Our Home 
(Gotten) • 
255281 



Where Ho>» AfThe 
MerryTFioJreo Gone? 

|Skl*h/Uxldon| * 

254086 




Jon Spencer Blues Explosion 

Acme (Matador /Capita!) • 260331 



■ A iV |Coiuml>a| I 



Billy J or I 
Madonna (&>re| 

Sfevie Ray Vovghan A Double Trovofa— Vroi ffeod(Ep>rt 

j The Temptations — Phoenix Ri*ing temptation, ifver (Motown) 
Creedence Clearwater Revival— Chromcie The 20 Grea+V H.f* 
(fanjasyl 

Rod Stewart Greatest Hits | Warner ftroi ) 
The Best Of The Grateful Dead/What A Long, 
Strange Trip It* Been (Warner Erai ) ■ 

The Stave Miller Band G-eo**' Hit* 1974-78 {Capita!) 

Vama line— Sweet inv (Zero Hourl * 
Eagles Thar GVecKit Hal 1 971 1 975 [AiyLml 
Fleetwood Mac— Pumoi^i |Wamer Broi | 
Von Helen (Warner Are* ) 
Meat Loaf r - Out Of Me# ftp** 
WhJskeytawn— Fa-thJe** Sheet (Outpotl Recording*) * 
Marilyn Men *©n— «>•">.■ A Repent (EPJ l Nothing /imerKope) B » 
George Winston— f<v* A Iwcy (Windham Hill) e 
Soft 'N' Papa— 8rand New (Red Ant/london) * 
Barenoked lad»ee— (Womer 4Vo* | * 
Xzlbit— 40 Dayx A 40 N.gtSti (Enhanced CD) [RCA/loud Record*) * 
C Local H-flxt Up The Cot* (Islondl • 

0 The Tony Rich Project -S.rd*eve (Lofoee) 
Funk Master Flex: The Mix Tape Volume HI i^ud Record*) Q e 
MC Lyht— 5ew A Seven [eatrweii] Q * 
N i cole —Make » Hot (eatrwerit » 
Johnnie Taylor — Tayfarod fa flease (Maioco) * 
Dithworto -And You Th'-ni You Know What [A* About [ASM] 
Fear Foctory— Objofe* (Roadrunner) * 

Jarmaina Dupri— (..*• In J 472 The Original Soundtrack (Columbia) 01 
Cam'ran—CortWon* Of Rre [Untartoirnent/Epkl fj e 
Block Eyed Peas— Behind The Front (lnls**copel * 
"The Rocky Horror Picture Show" (Ode) • 
The Beit Of The Lemon head* [AndnfTc) * 



336396 
324418 
321158 
257907 

308049 
298760 

291633 
290171 
257378 
287003 
286914 
286807 
279133 
260521 
260075 
259291 
258640 
25B392 
3 5 7881 
257253 
2S7121 
256305 
256297 
256289 
256271 
256164 
255703 
255497 
255463 
255455 
255307 
254961 
254276 




"Bulworth" 
240903 



Sublime 

Stand By Xsur Van 

(Go*o£ne Atey/MCA) 



/ uy/e it - less wofut 

AMP Wr\£ Tl/*C TO PLAT- 

Colin* Dian-tert To* About iove [550 Muwc/Epic) 253245 
Van-Zont-Sromer fa Brother 'Enhanced CD) (CMC ViternationoT; * 233070 

Sfyjt-flefcm fa Poroctie (CMC *n*ernohonol) • ■ 232973 

Reel Big F ith -in* The Socio Off [Moto/ Un.vertal) Q * 252924 

Anggun - Snow On IhtSarv • 252866 

Robert PoUard— Waved Out (Matoaor Record*)* 251405 

0 Pur* Dane* 1998 l-Aercuryl * 255414 

Tuatara— Traof/ig WTm The Enemy (Epic) » 251389 

Queen Lotifah— Order In The Court [Motown] 251215 

Grant Lea Buffalo— . r 'ee ISknh/Warner &ro» | • 250480 

Sixteen Horsopowar— iow ftta<e |AAM] e 249797 

Lord Tariq A Peter Gum— Mace It Reign (Columbia) Q e 249332 
Bach man Turner Overdrtvo-dest OfBTO (Ranaitered) (Mereu7l • 249441 

Rod Stewart -When We Wen* The New 3cyi - Warner Brci I 249367 

Gloria E*f*fan— Gfano 1 (Epic) 249359 

Stayer — D-aaotu$ In Muuca (American /Columbia) D * 248690 

Girls Acjainst Boys— f'ro*'or m ,ca ;DGCi * 247056 

The Best Of Tom Jane* IRemaPered! [Polydor| * 246819 

Money Mark -PvA The Bv»on iMowa^TFRRi » 246593 

0 Monica— The Boy I* Mine (Anita) 252302 

Nick Cave A The Bad Sends -The fletf Of (Mute /Rear tie) » 246256 
The B-32*— *rm Coptuftf Songt 'or A Ftifun? Generation fRepriiet e 246249 

Soulfty iRoadrumer) • 243464 

Public Enemy Got Game [Def >=m] Q » 244970 

Insane Clown Potto- The Great Miwniio (ttland) [| * 244699 

Jimmy Buffett Ck»~ r Stop The ComrvoJ [Margaritovilleyiuand! 244616 



RECOMMENDS 




Backstreet Boy* rF^hanced CD] IJive] 
O Warm Jets-Future Signs (Island) * 252254 
Son 8 * from "Ally McB»al"-feal Vcodo Shspard [550 sVssflkj 244509 

Mya (irrtarKopel * 

Big Punisher— Caprtol Pbnuhnent (RCA/ loud Retort*): [9 * 
Jany Jeff A The Fresh Pritsce— Gr«^ hlty fjrve) 
Soot A*ylum— Candy From A Stranger (Columbia) • 
Sonic Youth— A Poj»ond ieawj (DGC) * 
Dolts head — f rc^pr ^. harder*; ^r*uoe ''MCA] * 
Pulp— flu* !» Hrjrocore (Island) * 
All Saints London) • 
U. Cool J — rfienomenon [Del Jaml Q 
C i*tf Hock ■■S-rmnghom good (AriMo Austin] * 
Live From 6a: Groat Musical Performances from 
Late Night V/ith Conon O'Brien Am f franco, Done? Borne, 
Marthe* Swmi more (Mercury) * 
John M*wme«mp-TT* Self That (Could Do: 19781986 (ivssctury) 242958 
Royal Crown Revue Mwoz* i Ato-e (Warner Bros I • 242560 
-From The Earth To The Moon" |P1aytone/Epie SouooVocfcl * 242040 

242024 
241869 
241463 
241448 
241315 
240895 
240713 
240655 



244301 
244228 
243584 
243568 
243238 
243113 
243097 
243063 
252205 

242974 



The Boit Of Son tana (Columbsa/legacy] * 
Cappadonna— rh» ffltoo* (Raiv Shorp/f pic Sf ) B * 
Cheap Trick At Budokan I Ep<, legacy) • ■ 
Bod Religion -No SubsAyice tA*anf>ct * 
Bernard Bullet— Peapie Move C*> |Creohon/Columb>af * 
Goodie Mob-5f.ll Standing (loFoceS Q * 
Cornelius — Fontovno IMalodor Record i) * 
Corey Gtovor— rtJWS KnFneeJ * 
Todd Snider— VWa SaterW |MCA| * 
C V»y Bragg A Wilco ■--.'«, mati *y»*ff«f*oj * 251397 
Junkie Xl-Sahj'day Teenage k I idi • 239558 

The Spociais -Gv*v tt Pn>W Innocent (Way Cool/ MCA | • 2395 1 7 

Legacy: A Tribute To Fleetwood Mac's Rumours ilWAjiarficl 239319 
Marc Cohn— Burning The Daze (A4ar>hc) * 239301 
The Mamas A The Papas GnsaM Hits JRemasiered) {MCA< * 239194 
Stuck Mojo— Siting [Century Meetal * 238394 
Spocehog Chinese Album |S>re/Wamer Bros.) * 238360 

Curve— Came Clean (Eriupendo/Universol) • 238352 
The Presidents Of The U.S.A. — ft; re froirmg | Enhanced CD) 
|Columb.a| • 236345 
Bone Thugs-N -Harmony— f I 999 fama) IRwtWws Records) Q * 238113 
O Jama*'-7ne Best Of JFonrona /Mercury 1 * 250936 
Black Grape— Stupid Stupid 5ti^»d(Rodiooctrv«) • 237743 
"Spawn" -Crystal Method Dust 6>o*eri. more |Ep>c Widtra.; • 237057 
Jefferson Starship -GoW (Remastered) (RCA) * 235887 
Black Lob-W Body Above Me I DGC] * 235374 
Next .. H • 233890 




The Lox Money Power 4 Setpoct (Bad Boy/Ansiol | 

Feeder flclyifwrw (EUtrol * 

Aphax IWin-Come fo Doddy (EC) (Warp/5.re| * 



233825 
233619 
232967 





SPIN 'EM for 
fresh new sounds. 

N'EM to stay 
current and cool. 

SPIN 'EM for a 
new adventure! 

Cowboy Mouth — Mertylpnd |MC A| * 260505 
I -e the Miasssippi flhrer that cuts ttvzjQ- ■mj;--. 

state Die muse o' Maw Orleans Cowboy Mourn flows 
ttwouoh nch fnbutanes. VVrti tm ao*ty to seemlewy 
(use the Gsn Blossoms' oower-poo hooks, the JayhawKs 
down-home country rock rhythms and psycfiedesc 
Hendnj funk, tney have grown tram pronvsing home- 
lown f avontes lo an acclaimed and thriving musical force 
Lend an ear 10 their modem rock rut Whatcha Gonna 
Do?, as vocalist Paul Sanchez's gritty growls lead the 
group through a Watering classic rock nod or ftp to mel- 
low countfy-ttnged cuts like the Eagle-esque rum Me On 



Eric Clapton 



239145 



"City Of Angels' 

U2. Afcw.s Momsette. 
Goo Goo Dolls, mare. 
(Warner Bros) 
239327 



Pavement — Brighten The Comers (Matador Records] * 232900 

YoLaTenga^Cc* HOTrrwheort8«B^ * 232892 

O OoSmf-GotdrV (Hybr-d/Si-H * 250670 

Buib--Deccnirrucred(Trouma Recordsl 232819 

Marcy Playground (Capital) • 232801 

James Gang Rides Again MCA) * 2321 8 1 
ESPN Presents X -Games Vol. 1 : Musk From The Edge - 

Red Hot Cli.li Peppers. Beushe Boys, mora i tommy Boy) * 23 1 860 

0 Neil Finn— Try WhisAng Th t |Work| • 250472 

Janis Joplin's Greatest Hits ICoMmbial 231670 
Best Of Oldies But Goodies, Volume 2-0«xi The oeoch Boys. 

The SLrefkti more {Ong.nal Sound) 231449 

Will Smith-Big Wifl.e Srykt (Columb.o) 231365 

£nyo Part TUSky MSB Stars. Jo» Bef OL (Repni*) 231316 

Chko Oebarga— 0»g Time No Set (Kedar/ Universal] • 230896 

Erykah ftoekj-iive (Kodar/Unrversol) 230870 

Paul Simon— Soags from The Capemaa (War net Bras.) * 230623 

Oiiy Osbourne— 7h*Ozzman Cometh (Epic) 229955 

Sublime Second Hand Smoie (Gosol.ne Alley/MCA| 229948 
Joan Jen And The Block hearts -f u lb 8e W Gn . W* (Mereury) * 229070 

Midnlgbl Oil— 20,000 vvb# 8 S I (CeAjmbio) * 228957 

i ; Ringa 5tarr-Vert.cn/ Mon [Mercury) * 250456 

Transistor {Intwscope) • 228593 

No Doubt-rhe Beacon St*** Collection {Seo Creature] • 228585 

G. Love And Special Sauce- W, * s That Eaty (Oeh/Ep*| 228304 

The Cure ._-t..o - If Ir-t-.j. 228288 

MaM-HanWn World {Bad Boy/Ar ,vta I Q 2282 1 3 

The Replacements— A.I for Nbei.r^/Nceimg far Al (Repnse/S.re| • ■ 226746 

Chumbowomba — fynrhw-nper (Onrvenaf) 227553 

X— flevond And Boob. The X Anthology (Etekrra) * ■ 227090 

Jane's Addiction -tVem* Wh-irfe (Worrwr Bros j 226761 

Pixie* (W To US KSm lElekiro) * ■ 226274 
"I Know What Too Old Last Summer "-f.., n Shoker. 

Ovr Lady Peace. Sou' Asykjm. more (CcJumb-al * 226209 

"Trainspotting «2"— Iggy Pop. David Bo-*, more (Copitot) 226167 

O Brian Wilson— hrogtnorion [G>aM| • 250423 

Ehris Costelto-rr~wT# Hooey- The Very 6«t Of fVtarTwr Bros f 225938 

Box Scoggs— My Time A 8oz bcogg. Arexaogy ICcArrtw/Lac/acy] * ■ 235672 

Kenny Wayne Shepherd Band - Trouble h (Revolution /WB I 225599 

The Simpsons— Sorsjs fn Trs- Key Of Spr*rspf^f Rhino) * 225516 



Babe The Blue Ox-Ihe Wby We Vtt»(RCA] « 239788 
Ever wonder what would happen it you stuck Gavin 
Hossdate s 'av»ng rants. HEM s moody mekxtes 
B-52S Dngfit new-wave pop and Sly And The Family 
Stone 5 warm tai grooves into the blender and set rt to 
hgh speed 7 Something complex, mtngumg and totasy 
tasty, right' Wen that perfectly sums up this Brooktyn 
trios tmh atoum ot energetic schiiophrenic indie pop 
that packs e*lra nelpmgs ot thoughtful lyncam. lo-fi gut- 
tar fuzz and bouncing drums So check guitarist vocalist 
Ten Tnomea ee rw »wps from a tumorous SuOwey Ode 
on the 70s-style |am F Tram to an emotional tour de 
force on the mellow If You See Me and taste test indie 
rock's tastiest concoction 



Mory Cutrufello-Wfcen rhe N.ghr fs trough 

ry| . 257170 

With a Yale degree under her bet. Ihrs Ck^necbcul-ratsed 
singer songwntor headed to the dusty back roads of 
Texas tor a first-hand graduaie course in the blues. And 
after us; one spn of this crmcaity praised deout. youl 
agree she's earned herself a straight 'A' Backed by a tat 
ented tne-up that s done bme with John UeUencamp, tne 
Walflowers and John Fogerty CutruteUo mwes her love 
for the Haling Stones with the strasgrrt-tD the- heart narra- 
: . .. :■ ■. t.-u, ..' U... ■> 

Ram and the seating voice of Joan ArrnatrarJrig. Whether 
flyng down highways with csfebratory anthems isVe the 
upbeat Sunny Day or rolimg slowly atong wnh the moody 
Tired Arti TnJny the S one road Dtp you flonl wanna miss 



Green Day 

IRepnsel 
226001 



Lucinda Williams 

Cor Wheefi On A GVoveT Rood 
(Mercury) • 



Tesla— TTme't lAaVW Change, The Best Of (GeflWil * 225367 

White Zombie —Super sexy Swingvt' Sounds IGeffenl Q « 225300 

O K» Choke— Cocoon Crash 1550 Mui^l * 24963 1 
Ssouxsie And The Banshees "-c? Upon A Turm/Stngles IGetVi) «22523S 

Nirvono— from The Muddy Bonk, Of The WMoh |0GC| 225 1 44 

The Crystal Method -Vegaj f Outpost Recordings] * 225086 

Bloodhound Gang- One Fierce Beer Coaster (Geffen| rj • 225037 

Beck— OdWcy (DGC) 225029 

The Sundays -State & MM |DGCt * 22501 1 

Madness— Total Madness Besl Of iGeften)* 224956 

10.000 Maniacs -love Among The Rums (Geffen) 224931 

0 Stwyvilk— Dog reors | AHonhc) • 2496 1 5 

Counting Craws -Recovering The So*V.»h (DGC| 224923 

Don ftenley-Actuaf Mires Henley s Ghsarest Hrts [Gerfen) 224840 

Alice Cooper- A FhtfJ Of Atce (Guardion ) * 224709 

Sublime-VVW'Gof {Gasoline Ajley/MCA} * 224691 

No Nukes lEIektra; * ■ 224626 

Bob Dylan-n m eOurOfM.nd(CQiumb.o| 224279 

Uihar-My Way ILoFace) O 224246 

Save Ferris- .f Meani Everything (EpkJ 223461 
Cornershop -^vlienl vvbs 8om for The 7th Tme [Uroko Bop/V/BI * 223370 

Brian McKnight Anytime (Merely | 221879 

Jon B. — Cool Relax (Yob Yom/S5C MuncJ 221853 

Jars Of Clay-Mi^ Afraid [S*rrersone/E»senhal) 221663 

Elton John -The B-g Picture (Rodtet/A&M) 221598 

Mariah Carey -dvtlerfty (CdumhioJ 221499 
Jackson Browne— The Ne*» Vcuce You Hew The Best Of (EWitrol 221211 

' Boogie Nights"— The Erivattons, Night Ranger, more |CaprK>l; 220731 

O TrirJky-Anaels Wirh any faces (Island) * 247064 

Adam Sandler- Whrjrs Your Nome? (Warner Bros ] Q 220616 

Talk Show (Atlantic) 2205 1 7 

Busta Rhymes- -When Disaster Sfrites lEIets-a) Df 220434 

dc Talk - Welcome lb The Freak Show (Forefront) 220087 

Simon A Garfunkel's Greatest Hits IColgrr&aJ 219477 

Pcmfera-OrV^ofl.vefEktktral a 219287 

Smash Mouth— F^th Yu Mong (InSerscopei B • 21 8396 

31 1— fVorrsirtJr (Cnpncom) Q 218230 

Fleetwood Mac— The Dance IRepnse) 217869 

"The Full Monty" RCAV«ior) 217281 
Mieey ~Mis<lemeorw^ HhoH—^m f\prj *v *Gr*) f^ind' «nr~-«' Q 216119 

Chris Rock— Sen Suspea (Ailonnicl B 216044 
O "X-f ises"— Sarah Mdachlan, Filter, Foo Fighters more. (ELektro) * 24401 2 

Scorpions— C*vx#> Sling The Mercury Years (Mercury) * ■ 21 5970 

Sister Haid— 5ome*here More fcsrrvl.or (Universol) * 215376 

Blues Travstser— 5irc»"gjhr On Till Morning (ASM) 215335 
Wyctef Jean (featuring Refugee All stars)— The Corr»'*or 

lfiJrflyx.se/Coiurt.bK>) 2 1 5244 

Puff Daddy A The Family No Way Out (Bod Boy/ Arista) fM 21 5202 
"My Best Friends Wecsdsng/ 1 — OcnaKincj fany Oernefl. mor? (Vvorv]214759 

Primus— flrowri AJburr. (Prawn Song/Inter scope] 214437 

Ump 8ixkit-rrvwDe^orfliiVYbU(Fl.p/lnterscope|ul* 214429 





O At la st... a music club that gives you all the savings 
and shop-at-home conveniences you'd expect — but 
without any of the hassles. No more "selection of the 
month". ..no more annoying cards to return month after 
month.. .no more automatic shipments of unwanted 
selections! 

O And as an introduction to Play, we invite you to take 
any 12 CDs right now— all 12 for only a penny, plus 
SI .49 enrollment charge. What's more, you can take 
another selection at a great discount and get still 
another one FREE! (A shipping and handling charge 
wilt be added to each shipment) 
O All you need to do is buy as few as six selections, at 
regular Club pnees, within the next two years— and 
that's it! How long you remain a member is entirely up 
to you — you're free to cancel your membership at any 
time after buying your six selections. Regular Club 
prices are curTendy Si 2.98 to Si 6.98 for CDs, $7.98 to 
$10.98 for Cassettes, plus shipping and handling. 
O As a member, you'll enjoy all of these benefits — 
exciting Fast Forward ZD samplers so you can audi- 
tion upcoming new artists— your choice of informa- 
tive magazines targeted by music category, offering 
thousands of tides at special low prices — toll-free 
800-number for friendly customer service and easy 
ordering — and our convenient Web site — 
www playfromcolumbiahouse.com — that puts over 
14,000 selections nght at your fingertips. 
O So take advantage of our 14-day risk-free trial. We'll 
send your new member guide with your introductory 
shipment If not satisfied for any reason, return every- 
thing within 14 days at our expense for a full refund — 
and there's no further obligation on your parti So stay 
tuned to the latest in music by acting now! 
O If the application is missing write to: Play from 
Columbia House, 1400 North Fruitridge Avenue, 
Terre Haute, Indiana 47811-1130 

© 1999. The Columbia House Company 
AH unauthorized use is prohibited 



Q Certains explicit lyncs which may be obiecbonabfe to some members 
* Selection available on CO only. 
■ Selections with this symbol count as two 



jpyrighted m 




Introductory Offer! 



12 CDs 





Cassettes 
Also 

Available. 



For 



1 



Del Amitri 

ThitirOt Hatful Of *o>o 
|A&M| • 
260968 




details. 




AuO I PO»T HAVE TO *£TV*# 

Blink 1 82 -Dude Bomh (Cargo Music/MCA] * 
K-CJ A Joto love AWrt {MCA] 
Sugar Ray n :-. -.i .j.-j ■-• ■■ -_| Q * 
Spiritualized— lad-et And Gentlemen IDedicafed/Ar.sfol * 

- George Strait— One 5Mp At A Tim* (MCA ^shv-fte) 
Boston — Greatest Hits (Epic) 
k.d, long— Drag [Warner Bros | 

Neil Young ft Craiy Horse- W Of The Horse [Repntel ■ 
Joe Sotrioni, Int Johnson, Steve Voi — G3 In Concert (Ep-cl 
Rush - Jcefrosprcmw a (1981 ■ 1 987} (Mercury | 
Jamei Taylor — Hot" Glass (Columbia) 

Gross* Pomte Blank"— Vioiorr Femmei, TV» Oath, mom (tondonl 
Hanson— Midaic Of Ncwhefe [Mercury) 
Ruth— Retrospecfrve f ( P°7i- f 980} (Mercuryl 
0 Clutch-Th* Elephant R.aWi (Enhanced CD} IColumb.o) * 
Wu-Tang Ck»n — vVu-fengrwyer (ftCA/loodftecwdst B ■ 
Our lady Peace — Crumsy |Columbio| * 
Cool Chomber ^-vidrunner) * 



212464 
212423 
2I241S 
.212373 
211953 



The Who -My Gene/anon .he Very Best (MCA) 
Sublime 40 G* freedom (Gawl.ne Alley/MCA) Of, * 
Fine Young Cannibals -finest | MCA} 
Bush — '^a.L* ufude Subcase [Trauma Record)) 
A Decade Of Steely Dan I Remastered} (MCA) 
Marilyn Man ion Anticrmst Super slur | Nothing/ 1 nlericopel Q 
Music From "Party Of Five"— Rusted Root, Slev.e Niekt, Bodeon 
more (Reprise) 

Barenaked Ladies— foci Spectacle (Enhanced CO] (Repnsel 
Huey lewis And The Nows-me t3e*t (Ektfdrc) 
0 Fuol-Sunburn (Enhanced CD) (550 Mwc| * 
til' Kim-Hard Com IBa Beat/ Atlantic) a 
Simply Red Greatest Hits teoit»eit| 
Phiih-6-fV Breathes lEWrtra] 
Sublime (Gasoline Alley /MCA | Q 
Korn-1-te Kl Peachy rEnhonced CD) (Immortal /Epic) 01 
Cardigans — Pint Band On The Moon (Mercury) 
Cake — <dth.on Nuyget |Copr>com| 
Took— lemon Parade IA&M/ Polydor) » 
The Wallflowers— eVuigwig Down The Horse (Interscope) 
Ho Doubt — Tragic Kingdom [Trauma Records] 
"Trainspamng" ICopnol) * 
Sugorhill Gang ^'0/lSugarhJI/Rh.nol 



Slow Down 
IC*eh/550 Music) • 
257717 

174169 
174128 
173583 
173518 
173443 
171579 

171413 
1 7 1 397 
170290 
240275 
170167 
170100 
170076 
168658 
167726 
166298 
166074 
165654 
163477 
163436 
161422 
159749 



Royal Crown Revue 

The Contender 
(Warner Bras } * 
257667 




211128 
.210005 




5i*eerheart The Drunk 
(Columbia) * ■ 
249425 



' God i i Mo " 

JMawets M Doddy 
feat Jimmy Page more 
[Sony Music Sowndtrockj 
249342 



Savage Garden lCo*umb*a| 
Joyhowks— Sound Of bet 'American) 

Miles Davis— -Kind Of Blue (Remastered) lCoJurnb>a/legocy] * 

Bon Folds Ftvo— whatever And Ever Anien i5SG Musk) 

The Notorious B.I.G.— lite After Dram (Bod Boy/AnMal PJ ■ 



185587 
185371 
184655 



The Mighty Mighty Bon tones let t fate (I |6.g R*j/Mercuryl 1 84283 
Heart— Greatest FW [Ccp.tol) 1 83889 

Monty Python ft The Hob/ Grail |Ariita| * 183814 

Lhta— Secret Samodhi |ltocfcooci.ve| 181511 
Silverchalr— FreoA Snow (Enhanced CD) (Epic) 1 B 1 099 

David Gana-7nitfupnorio|lava/Allanhc| * 241281 
Nine Inch Nails— farmer Down The Sp.mffEPHNath.ng/Viti^cpr.) * 180661 
Janrry long— l,e feMe(AAM) 179135 
Stray Cats-*u-vjwoy Boy, A Retrospectr-* ol 92 (EMI) 17S665 
Big Head Todd And The Man i tors -fteoutVful Wc^ (Revolution) 1 78657 
Jomiroquai Travelling w.rfxxrf Monng (Work) e 1 78400 

Duncan Sheik AHanhcl ft 177436 
Orbital m S'avt (FFR8) * 177378 
"Jerry Moguire" oiute ipnngi'eem more |Ep< Soundtro») 175414 
Frank Sinatra— Songs for SmngirV lovers [Cop-toll 175125 
"Saturday Morning Cartoons' Greatest Hits" -Matthew Sweet. 
Sublime, Ui fW, more (MCA) * 1 74268 





Columbia 
house 



The Best Of War.. .And More {Avenue Records) * 1 58527 

Alice In Chains ■ 157008 

Bade ft S*boinan-fr Tbu're tmkq Srvsar IMotodor/Capilotl * 239236 

the cranberries— To The Foilhful Deported |ljbnd| 1 56992 

Dove Matthews Band -Crash (RCAJ 1 56703 

Rage Against The Mochine Evil Empr/e (Epic) Qf 1 S669S 

Hootie ft The Blowfish fo/'-ro-hp Jorviwn (Allantic) 1 54229 

Contraband: The Best Of Men At Work (Columbia/ legacy) e 1 53429 

The Verve Pipe— VSffarm (RCA) 151472 
Barenaked Ladies ..151431 
The Cancart Far The Rock And Roll Hall Of F o m e- 

John Melencarnp. Melissa E^endge. Aretha FrarAbi, more [Columbia; 1 48882 

'Saturday Night Fever" (Remastered) (Potydor) * 148SS1 

Fugees -The Stan ifiuimouieyCoiumb-al 3 148155 

f urythmJes— Greoteif Mrs (Ansfo) 1 401 60 

The Police -Every Bream feu bU. The Ctosi.es (Remastered) (AV-'I 139675 

Jonet Jockson — 0*\.gn O* A Omroda \986 1 996 {AftM| 139501 
Jim Craca— f^otopropht ft Memories Hit Greatest Hin (Rernattered) 

(Sa|a/Allont,c) 139006 

Bob Dylan's Greatest Hits K dumbo) 1 38586 

Styx -Greatest H.rs T.me Standi S»H | Remastered) IA&M) 136721 

ftaasri* Bays-Roc Down (EP) ;Cop^ I TJ 1 29486 

Nail Young-Harvest [Reprise} 129189 

i^Mwarkkt-rrc»TpoAne(MCA) 238410 

Radiohead-The Sends (Coprtol) 1 26672 

Pavement- Wo»ee lowee iMotedot Records) • 1 26003 

Elvis PrasJay-The Number One Hfs (RCA| 1 25591 

The Beach Boys— Greatest Hits (Capitol) 1 22903 

The Cream Of Eric Clapton i*^rydorj 121665 

AC/DC— Bock In Brbci IRemoiMred) [ATCO) 1 20337 

Bruce Springsteen— Greawst Hits (Columb-o) 119354 

Nirvona— «TV Impfugged fn New Wvi (DGCI 1 1 1476 




(Atlantic) e 
240697 





.. L ,..,„ Ok Qtai 

IMercury) 

229021 



Roni Site ft Repraient 

New Forms 
(Tofcn' Loud/Mercury) e 
227082 



Aerasmith— B<g Ones (Geften) 
The Best Of Soda [Epic) 
Blues Traveler— '<x-' |A&M| 

Baby Bird— UoV BeovnW (AtlantK) * 
Tom Petty ft The Heartbreokori— Damn The forpedoej |MCA] 

John Coltrona — A love Supreme (Remastered) (Impulse 1 ) * 
Foreigner — Records (Remasterod) \ Atlantic) 
Squeeze— Spates 45 1 And Cnder [Remastered) (AftMl 
Dave Matthews Bond— Uider The Tabte And Dreom.ng |RCA) 
Bruce Hornsby ft The Range- -The Way H h (RCA) 
Goo Goo Dads— A Bey Named Goo (Warner Bros 1 
AC/OC-Mghway Jb Hat (Remastered) jATCOl 



111468 
1 1 0379 
102699 
226738 
324442 
1 50284 
139048 
136762 
125229 
125096 
121171 
12031 I 



Clonic Pvlnk & Soul 



The O'Jays-icrn* Train Trie Best Of [Epic/Phil Wt/Ug) 489757 

Ray ChoHas -The Best GV The Atibntic Years (Rhino) 4B885S 

Barry White-An Time Greatest Hits (Mercury) 485698 

The Best Of Kool ft The Gang ( 1969-1976) (Mercury! • 459719 

Aretha Franklin -30 Greawsr Hits (AtionWl ■ 3S0793 

The Best Of Earth, Wind A Fire Vol. 1 iCcfcrnbia/ARC) 290916 

Brook Benton - - The Best Of (Mercury) • 256347 

Marvin Goya— What'i Going On (Remastered) [Motown) e 250100 
Smokey Robinson ft The Miracles— Tfw 0*mate Coltect>on 

[ Motown | » 245100 
Marvin Gaye ft Tammi Terrell— Grt Hn (Remosteredl (Moxjwi i * 2450B4 

Motown 40 Foravar— Temptahons, Marvir. Gaye Cc*rvnodores, 
Supremes PuHy't 'ABC' Remi- mort IMotowr,] a ■ 243089 
Minnie Riper ton -Her Chest Ws (Chest) * 229435 
Sfa^a^Wandai 5uny fkmew Grt Hr*t CoiWtHV. 242966 

The Four TopS- T he Ult<mate Corlection (Motown) e 2258S4 
Diana Ross ft The Supremes ■ "he ^ternote Carfcchori [Mceo-i , * 225839 
Jr. Walker ft The All-Stars- 'r.r LSnntc Co-'tection -Moto-ni • 225821 
The Derfanics - -la-la Meant ' Lave You The De/miftve Collecnart 
[Ar.wol e 219337 
The Drrfters-Vft-y Beir Of (Rhino) * 2 1 3082 

Natalie Cole -This Will Be Notofie CcJe s Eveddsftng lc*e (EMI) * 212530 
Sly ft The Family Stone s Greatest Hits (Epic) 196246 
Berry Wright-eW & [Rhino) « 1SS771 
Commodores -The L/rnmate Colfecnon [Motown] * 184614 
The Temptations— The Ultimate Collection (Motown) ft 1 84002 

"Car Wash"— Rose Rayce. more (MCA) ft 174219 
Soul Of Bobby Womock EMI] • 171280 
The Beit Of The Manhattans (Cetim^/legoey) 142091 
' Dead Presidents"— Barry White OJoys, Al Green, more [Capeot) 13994)9 
The Jockson 5 — Th» Urtanote CoJWcfton (Motown] 1 36655 

The Ohio Players— funi On Fire The Mercury Anthology 



130542 



Harold Melvin A The Blue Notes 1 \. . - • Kw, .Me By Now 



James Brown— ln« At The Apollo (Porydor) * 
The Best Of The Staple Singers ■ 
The Best Of Isaac Hayes Vol. 1 |Skn] ■ 
The Best Of The Dramatics lS*ax) ft 



120477 
1 19305 
1 1 7630 
1 1 7432 
117366 



GREEN 



Compact Command 

• n: ■ V. f | ,|, . pS 

(Mc*Ctwn) * 




Pure Funk 

Comtnodores. Ok, 
Kool ft The Gang. more 
(Mercury) 
245134 
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Old-school bee-boy: 
Rushmore's Jason 
Schwartzman. 
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1 MOUIES 



HE4D OF THE CMSS 



The sublime Rushmore is the year's best comedy; plus, Another Day in Paradise, a familiar tale of crime and drugs, by Bob Davis 



When Rushmore Academy sophomore Max Fischer marches to the front of the class- 
room, grabs the chalk, spews square root signs and set-theory parentheses over the 
blackboard, solves the mother of all differential equations (one of those only-in-the- 
movies problems that two hundred years' worth of genius mathematicians have been 
slaving over in vain), you fear the worst You fear another piece of angsty anti-intellec- 
tual pandering, more "Oscar-caliber" sap. You fear Good Will Hunting. 
Then the bell rings. Max wakes up. 

But Max (Phantom Planet drummer Jason Schwartzman, his rookie role) is more 
than a dreamer. He has the kind of obsessive personality, the pathological tenacity 
that gets things done. He's the editor of the school paper, captain of the fencing 
team, president of the French and German clubs, director of the Max Fischer Play- 
ers, founder of the Double-Team Dodgeball Society. He wants to run the whole 



shebang and isn't gonna let insignificant details like a basic lack of competence 
stand in his way. He's got his academic sights set high (Oxford or the Sorbonne; his 
safety is Harvard) despite failing grades in geometry, and biology, and history, and 
French, and German. He falls for the most beautiful girl on campus— the new first- 
grade teacher. Miss Cross (Olivia Williamsl-despite their age difference and his 
braces-plus-nerdy-thick-black-frame-glasses look. Though from the wrong side of 
the tracks, Max becomes the consummate preppie, an incomparable resume- 
builder. But he preps and builds with such total conviction— he actually seems to dig 
fencing, French, his blue blazer with the Rushmore patch, Miss Cross— that you 
don't so much like him as look on in grinning, gaping wonder. 

Half the fun of Rushmore comes from watching this unlikely, relentless force of 
nature wage war against the realities of unrequited love and the public school » 
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MOVIE > Arlington Road idibected by hark pelungtoni While Michael Bay builds the visual overload of commercials and 
music videos into vacuous but superficially dynamic 90-minute rumble-fests, Mark Pellington has quietly extended the short 
form's distillation of image-as-style-as-tone into the first truly great post-MTV feature. The setup — a way-too-friendly, ultra- 
conservative Stepford Family (Tim Robbins, Joan Cusack, two spooky daughters) moves in next door to a paranoid conspir- 
acy theorist (Jeff Bridges)— may be old hat, but the execution is preternaturally perfect. The white of Pellington's sky, the 
freshly cut lumber of his fences make you both nostalgic and nervous. Arlington Road is entrancing, every image sparkles. 
Not a thriller, but the platoruc essence of a thriller. Terrifying, b.d. 

« Suspicious minds: Jeff Bridges checks the neighbors in Arlington Road. 
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RAP PAGES 

Why old-guy novelists are raising the 
roof for hip-hop. by RJ Smith 

God help us if Tom Wolfe starts working 
his linen-wrapped booty in public, espe- 
cially after that quintuple bypass. For in 
his latest novel, A Man in Full, Wolfe's 
prose has been possessed by the hip- 
hop Holy Ghost. His satire of the New 
South is told in the voices of (among oth- 
ers) rappers, up-from-the-streets ath- 
letes, and jailhouse gangstas. Wolfe has 
scrutinized various youth cultures in his 
journalism since the '60s, but this feels 
different- not just because it's fiction, but 



because there's a hip-hop snap that ani- 
mates the entire book. Amazing: An elder 
statesman of American letters finds his 
work reinvigorated by a loose tongue. 

And Wolfe isn't the only literary seigneur 
who's macking. Recently, such 
novels as Robert Stone's Dam- 
ascus Gate, Don DeLiHo's Under- 
world, and Richard Price's Free- 
domland have all been influenced 
by rap. It's a marked difference 
from the way mainstream nov- 
elists negotiated the last pop 
eruption. In the '60s, when writ- 
ers such as John Updike and 
Philip Roth encountered rock- 



'n'roll, they simply turned the dial, a denial 
that began to give way to acceptance only 
later in the decade. "Does the book- 
reverencing literary critic or any other stub- 
bom protector of the unsacred past real- 
ize," beatnik critic Seymour 
Krim asked in 1967, that 
"Joan Baez, Buffy Sainte- 
Marie and Bob Dylan. ..have 
cut into the serious American 
literary man's ground...?" 

Actually, the Old Guard 
nad noticed how pop music— 
HHHJH maybe even Buffy Sainte 

Tom Wolfe: old boy Marie— was cutting into 
in the 'hood. literature's turf. But, unable to 




speak the alien tongue, they kept rock- 
'n'roll off the books. Instead, it was left to 
upstarts such as Joan Didion and Thomas 
Pynchon (college friend of the late novelist 
and folksinger Richard Farifia) to incorpo- 
rate pop into their writing. 

But boomer novelists were at least 
familiar with Chuck Berry and the 
Beatles— what's fascinating about the 
appearance of hip-hop in mainstream 
fiction is how unlikely it is that Tom 
Wolfe plays Wu-Tang for his Hamptons 
pals, or that Richard Price has ever 
asked, "Can a nigga get a table dance?" 
Credit these old white guys with know- 
ing that hip-hop is a culture they » 
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W/HITHER THE BLOB? 

As MTV buries Amp, Freak City, a new 
video show, hopes to keep the beat 
alive, by Jeff Salamon 

In February of 1997, heads turned when 
Todd Mueller showed up at a Winter 
Music Conference party atop the Sony 
Building in South Miami Beach. The 
WMC is the biggest annual dance music 
event in the States, and most of the 
attendees are accustomed to having 
techno giants walk among them. But 
Mueller had the crowd buzzing. He was 
coproducer of MTV's Amp, the first high- 
profile video outlet for electronic music 



in the U.S., and every industry hack on 
the roof knew Mueller was the point man 
for big-time exposure. 

Two years later, Mueller might be 
thinking of jumping from that same roof. 
After posting meager ratings, Amp has 
been shunted from its 
cozy late-night Friday 
berth to the outback of 
early Monday morning. 
The show's coproducer, 
Amy Finnerty, has been 
laid off, and Mueller has 
all but washed his hands 
of the once-vaunted pro- 
gram. "It's like the way 



MTV treated hip-hop back in the day," 
Mueller says philosophically of Amp's 
demise. "Yo! MTV Raps played for a year, 
went away, came back, and now hip- 
hop's taking over the world." An anony- 
mous MTV insider is more blunt: "I don't 




Freak City: the smell of Danish sweat hangs over every episode. 



think this company really knows what to 
do with Amp. Instant dollars-that's all 
anyone really cares about." 

Though electronica— the much-hyped 
Next Big Thing of a couple years ago- 
was hard-pressed to become an instant 
sales booster (Prodigy aside), it 
seemed perfectly suited for 
music videos. The music is 
abstract, with no celebrity per- 
sonas, and directors are free to 
follow their muse. Spike Jonze's 
shaggy-dog take on Daft 
Punk's "Da Funk," and the eerie 
voyeurama of the Chemical 
Brothers' "Setting Sun," two » 
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Digging deeper Murray's 
finest performance in years. 



he's forced to attend after he's expelled from 
Rushmore for bulldozing the baseball diamond— 
the first phase in the construction of an aquarium 
he plans to build to impress Miss Cross. His is a 
war of attrition; Max will inevitably win. He's more 
committed, perhaps more committed than any 
high-school student ever. 

The other half of the fun comes by way of the 
film's absurd, incongruous, truly funny details. Wit- 
ness: Max writes, directs, and stars in a Graver 
Cleveland High School theatrical super-production 
of a Vietnam War saga, with lines from Platoon and 
Full Metal Jacket and helicopter attacks (toy chop- 
pers, real explosives) from Apocalypse Now. Or: 
Max's best friend and chapel partner is an effete 
fourth-grader named Dirk. Or Dirk and his preteen 



buddies, all in Halloween costumes, step out— like a corps de ballet— horn behind a 
row of trees, pelt their expelled, ostracized pal Max with tiny stones. 

And the other half comes from Bill Murray. Murray plays Blume, a grown man 
who can't resist using his height advantage to swat a kindergartner's jump shot 
into the stands, a millionaire steel magnate and anti-rich-kid Rushmore alumnus 
who takes a liking to Max and— major but utterly predictable plot complication— 
to Max's would-be sweetheart. Murray, who can convey more sardonic humor 
with a shift of his eyes than Jim Carrey can with his whole super-gesticulating, 
special-effects-enhanced body, is also a real actor. He's Max, 30 years later, 
disillusioned, married with children, trying somehow to regain his lost Maxness. 
Pained, poignant, eccentric, funny. 

But Rushmore isn't a masterpiece. The best films it recalls— Mike Nichols's The 
Graduate with its more daring woman/boy sexual dynamic, and Robert Altman's 
Brewster McCloud, another first-love comedy set in Houston— are more stylish, 
smarter. Still, Rushmore is a blast. Because of Murray, a sharp script, and some 
subtle, inspired directing by the talented Wes Anderson, it may very well turn » 
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BOOK > Tie Tesseract by alex garland irtverheadi Luckily for fans of Garland's best-selling novel The Beach {Lord of 
the Fhes for the international rave set), most of this swift psychological thriller isn't nearly as pretentious as its 
eggheaded title. Officially, a tesseract is a geometric formula; here, it's merely a clever way of describing the old filmic 
gambit in which three people's lives converge in a climactic shoot-out. Set in Southeast Asia, the story opens with Sean, 
an uppity English seaman, alone in a broken-down Manila hotel room waiting for a mobster; shifts to Rosa, a physician 
with a bitter peasant past; and then reaches catharsis when street urchin Vincente follows Sean (now fleeing the 
enraged mobster), as he beats a path to Rosa's door. Rosa's tale of lost love and its fallout is the bleak heart of the novel, 
analogous to weepy snapshots interleaved with Garland's sharp, beautifully rendered stills of the final shoot-out. It's a 
neat technical move in a novel high on skill but low on impact. Alexandra lange 
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have to contend with in pursuit of now- 
ness. If you're gonna tell us how we live 
today, a la Wolfe and Price, hip-hop is the 
open door; if you're gonna revel in subcul- 
tural babble, like Stone or DeLillo, you bet- 




Freedomland. Richard Price's gritty 
street drama walks the walk. 



ter get with the moment's great generator 
of language. 

Near the beginning of A Man in Full, a 
wealthy black Atlanta lawyer is stuck In a 
traffic jam caused by the annual Freaknic 
festival, a black collegiate blowout "Every- 
where he looked there were happy, frolic- 
some black boys and girls out on the 
pavement of Piedmont Avenue, dancing 
between the cars, shouting to each other, 
throwing away beer cans that went ping! 
ping! ping! on the roadway, shaking their 
young booties.... The very air of Saturday- 
night Atlanta was choked with the hip- 
hopped-up mojo of rap music booming 
from a thousand car stereos." 

Later, a character in jail listens as the 



whole cell block accompanies the late- 
night thug raps of Rapmaster EmCee New 
York. All the hip-hop, all of Wolfe's awk- 
ward explanations of what "hooked up" 
and the like mean, would be pretty weird if 
it wasn't clear he's in awe of the music. It's 
awe that precedes coy judgment to be 
sure, but he is the very modem picture of 
Seymour Krim's literary Old Guardsman- 
aware of a great pop form yet again cutting 
into the ground beneath his feet 

Which raises the question: Could there 
be an element of resentment among many 
of the blues-influenced black novelists 
(Toni Morrison, Alice Walker, etc.) that 
accounts for their prevailing silence 
regarding hip-hop? Right now, it's the 



white guys who are rockin' the Fubu. In 
Robert Stone's Damascus Gate, a Russ- 
ian gangster meets with a Cuban-Ameri- 
can relief worker in a strobe-lit Tel Aviv dis- 
co. The Russian is dancing to gangsta rap 
by "Lock N Lode," and marveling at the 
strange power of words he doesn't even 
understand. He asks her to interpret the 
lyrics; she tells him they're a death threat 
and the news delights him. 

Stone treats hip-hop as an internation- 
al criminal code; DeLillo, meanwhile, 
skewers signifying corporate chieftains. 
In Underworld, a waste analyst plays 
gangsta rap in his BMW every morning. 
"[He] believed, our CEO, that true feeling 
flows upward from the streets, fully » 
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of the best clips to air on Amp, proved 
videos could be more than just dour rip- 
offs of artsy photographers' work. Yet the 
market for electronica videos is practically 
nonexistent. Just ask Svenno Koemans, 
who has to pay TV stations to air them. 

Koemans is head of Arcade America, 
the U.S. arm of a pan-European label he 
describes as "a cross between K-Tel and 
Moonshine." When the Arcade imprint 
started up in early '98, Koemans found 
that promoting electronic music here in 
America is far tougher than it is in 
Europe, where rave kids are already an 
established target market So Koemans 
created his own electronica video show, 
Freak City, and bought airtime on 



leased-access channels in 15 big-city 
markets. The show, which began running 
in October, turns viewers on to a mix of 
Arcade and non-Arcade artists for a half- 
hour every week. What you'll see (if you 
can find it) is a far cry from the videos 
Amp was airing two years ago, most of 
which looked like they were shot inside a 
lava lamp or pieced together from an 
Aeon Flux blooper reel. Those clips 
reflected the whitebread stay-at-home 
fans of Electronic Listening Music, but it 
gave short shrift to the fleshy communal 
experience of going to a club or a rave. 
Freak City, on the other hand, runs most- 
ly low-tech videos shot in European 
clubs full of beat-happy teens. The smell 



of Turkish cigarettes and Danish sweat 
hangs over every episode. 

While the majority of Freak City's 
videos celebrate their cheapness (Da 
Hool's breathtakingly gritty "Meet Her at 
the Love Parade," for instance, was shot 
entirely from the back of a flatbed truck 
cruising through Berlin), others are just 
plain cheap. At times, the production val- 
ues and storylines are so threadbare they 
resemble porn flicks with the penetration 
scenes snipped out Still, by focusing on 
electronica's mutant subgenres, such as 
hardcore and breakbeat trance, the show 
is a cred-rich antidote to the glossy elec- 
tronica promoted on Amp and regularly 
heard in Volkswagen commercials. 



What's most curious about the show 
is that where Amp tried to ape dance 
culture by "mixing" videos together 
without VJ breaks, Freak City is format- 
ted more like a traditional video pro- 
gram, with chart lists, swoony artist 
interviews, and news segments. The 
producers should stick to videos. Not 
even Matt Pinfield would lob a Softball 
such as this at techno godfather Juan 
Atkins: "How does it feel," asked one of 
Freak City's reporters, "y'know, just 
being able to travel all over the world 
and go to all these different venues and 
shows and seeing all these kids just 
enjoying your music?" 

Replied Atkins, "It's great." ma 
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out to be— publicists take note— "the best comedy of 
the year." Thank you, Disney. Really. 

MELANIE GRIFFITH LOOKS HORRIBLE IN LARRY 
Clark's second feature, Another Day in Paradise. 
Caked-on makeup covers what looks to be some 
kind of syphilitic condition. Pathetic. Perfect 

Clark, artist proper whose early-'70s photo essay 
"Tulsa" influenced both Drugstore Cowboy and his 
current film, has an eye for low-rent people, places, 
times. Griffith, in her best performance to date (a much 
better performance than that sounds like), plays a 
decaying druggie whose maternal instincts don't keep 
her from shooting up. She shoots everywhere, in the 
groin, in the neck, and Clark always captures it in real- 
istic, rigorously controlled scenes. Similarly, Vincent 




The ties that bind: Another Day in Paradise's Woods, 
Griffith, Gregson Wagner, and Kartheiser 



Kartheiser-jeans sagging to reveal his skinny butt and 
curly black pubes— has just the right slouch, just the right 
teen-addict build. Similarly, Natasha Gregson Wagner, 
who looks uncannily like a young Melanie Griff ith, plays 
surrogate daughter to Griffith and her junkie-larcenist 
husband, James Woods. Similarly, the locations, the 
props (cheap motels with water-damaged walls, crappy 
faux-oak-cased TVs, rusty flophouse heaters). Similarly, 
the film stock (high grain, colors drained toward the drab 
yellow), the camera (handheld, loose, observant). 

Out of a hackneyed story— petty teen thieves and drug 
addicts are adopted by a couple of old pros, run a few 
scores, eventually "want out" but get talked into doing "just 
one last job"— Clark manages to create a believable social 
dynamic. Out of the dregs of society, a family (albert high- 
ly dysfunctional). Out of all this degradation, beauty, am 
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MOVIE > Hurlyburly idirected by anthony drazani In the wearisome Hurlyburly, Sean Penn, a coke-addled casting 
director, "quests for meaning in morally muddled times," finds redemption. Very '80s. Only Kevin Spacey — once 
again the only half-decent thing in a movie — can make us forget we're enduring a visually imcompetent translation 
of playwright David Rabe's cut-rate Mamet, can make lines like "the whole program cannot be reprogrammed with- 
out some resolution of the initial... thing" almost work. Only his secondary character's careerism and dyed-blond 
hair can bring some '90s to yet another tired indictment of Hollywood. Spacey's the male Meryl Streep: His name on 
the marquee is a sure sign of a fine performance, a mediocre movie. B.o. 

« Hollywood flames: Cnazz Palmintetl, left, and Sean Penn in Hurlyburly. 



2> BOOKS CONTINUED 



accessible to corporate adaptation," the 
narrator explains. "We learned how to 
complain, how to appropriate the lan- 
guage of victimization." DeLillo nails per- 
fectly how hip- hop does more than speak 
truth to power— it lets power fake truth. 

Then there's Richard Price's Freedom- 
land, a place where even the white cops 
are named Eight Ball and go around say- 
ing, "Whoop, they it is." Price has better 
flow than Wolfe, but nobody has made 
hip-hop quite the center of attention that it 
is in A Man in Full. There's a lot wrong 
with Wolfe's vision of the music; his lyrics 
verge on insulting, more Desmond Pfeif- 
ferthan "Peter Piper." Yet he clearty 
understands rap's power to unify an audi- 



ence. The novel details the shift in Atlanta 
from a white boys' network to a black de- 
mocracy. And while one would do better 
to look to Atlanta duo Outkast, say, for a 
tender reading of race in that city, Wolfe 
has seen the forest clearly, even if he 
doesn't get the trees quite right 

Wolfe is all but admitting that rap has 
appropriated some of the novel's power. 
In 1989, when Wolfe published his con- 
tentious, mildly self-congratulatory Harp- 
er's essay, "Stalking the Billion-Footed 
Beast," he claimed the future of the 
novel would be a highly detailed realism 
based on reporting. He may be more 
right than he knew. Charles Dickens, 
meet Bobby Digital. H 



BOOK > The Pyrotechnic Insanitahum: American 
Culture on the Brink of the Millennium by Mark 
Dery [aaovE/ Atlantic] "Fin-de-millennium America 
is an infernal carnival," writes pop-culture critic 
Mark Dery in this frenetic assessment of century's- 
end jitters. The title is a quote from a tum-of-the- 
last-century description of Coney Island, when 
uppity late-19th-centurions found release in the 
freak shows and Cyclones along Brooklyn's coast- 
line. This time around, rather than one stress- 
releasing roller coaster, we've got hundreds. Munch 
blow-up dolls, killer klowns, Disney's automaton 
empire— Dery leads us past each pop freak show 
like a crazed carny barker, pointing out the oddities and rushing onward. He 
rarely stops to moralize — there's no millennial punditry on how cloning might lead 
to eugenics or the banality of Disneyfied cities. Dery's just laying it all out and say- 
ing, in a sense, that each of us needs to find our own way out of the fun house. a.l 




4 DIGITAL 




GROOl/E RIDER 

INTERSTATE '82 |ACTrvTSTON/WD»DOWS9S/98| 



Go, Taurus, go. The brother man from Interstate '76, last year's best-selling retro- 
auto-vigilante game, is back in the driver's seat in this souped-up sequel. Paired 
with his Starskyesque sidekick, Groove Champion, Taurus, now sporting a Miami 
Vice-era teal linen suit and a headful of Jheri curls, does battle with a nasty gang 
of Contras and would-be presidential assassins. Whatever; it's still desert road 
rage, with a nifty rocket of acid spray latched to your hood. Even better, '82 flexes 
a 3-D engine, which means lots of schmoove details, right down to catching a 
car's reflection in a rain puddle. According to the game's lead designer, Zack Nor- 
man, this "rip-roarin' festival of pain" was heavily inspired by feedback from the 
legions of '76 diehards. "What they don't want," Norman says, "is Dexy's Mid- 
night Runners on the soundtrack. " Not to worry. Taurus burns rubber to stripped- 
down funk that sounds like Gang of Four, david kushner 
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World of Tile [Web site] 

A tros mod, tres droll take on the Cold War Jet Set lifestyle, hosted 
by faux '60s ingenue superspy Kitty, (www.worldoftile.com) 

Urban Bliss [book] 

Janice Eidus's novel about a rock'n'roll gal undergoing an early-life 
crisis. Psychotherapy ensues. (City Lights) 

2wice [Journal] 

Covers visual culture through hyper-artful design and photography. 
Previous issues have covered uniforms, interior space, and feet. 
Hard to find, (www.2wice.org) 



Essential Jennifer Love Hewitt Data [Web site] 
In-depth analysis, (jenlovehewitt.simplenet.com) 

Mary Jane's Not a Virgin Anymore [movie] 
Banter-laden micro-indie about a gal's first sexual experience. Self 
distributed, currently working its way around the USA. With Jetlo Biafra. 



■ Mommy and I Are One [zine] 

' Awesome music-culture extravaganza. Latest issue examines the 
hugely misunderstood Michael Jackson's relationship to everything. 
Interviews with Pavement, Devo, Cibo Matto, Megadeth, etc. 
(www.mommyandiareone.com) 



-"^l The War of the Worlds [videogame] 

Real-time 3-D combat strategy game based on the H.G. Wells 
classic sci-fi novel. Amazing details. (Rage) 



Necronomicon Speilbook [book] 

Translation of the famous Necronomicon collection of magic 
spells written by Abdul Alhazred in the eighth century. For 
Charmed fans only. (Avon Books) 
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I lijah Wood, costar of The Faculty, is no fan of those teen slasher movies. "The whole horror thing has been 
I milked," he says. "But this is new— a sci-fi movie set over the alienation of kids in high school, where you're 
' trying to figure out who you really are." The former child star of more than a dozen films, Wood is a 
I minor-league teen heartthrob. He's a bit short, exceedingly smart, and very polite (he repeatedly apolo- 
gizes for the nasty sound effects of a lingering cold). He wears a black leather jacket. 

Wood likens The Faculty to his favorite teen movies of the '80s. "Those movies were all sort of a fantasy. It's 
so much fun to watch that," says the 18-year-old actor, who never actually attended a proper high school. "Like 
those John Hughes movies. I'll watch them over and over again. They just have that. -quality. " 

But Wood, like his 18-year-old costar Jordana Brewster, is young enough to have seen Hughes's classic teen 
psychodrama The Breakfast Club only once. "I actually watched that movie for the first time while we were 
making The Faculty," admits Brewster, a young veteran of daytime soaps and a burgeoning teen property in 
her own right. "And I slowly began to realize who in our cast would be the Judd Nelson character, the Emilio 
Estevez character." Brewster attended high school on New York's Upper East Side and bears a striking resem- 
blance to her Brat Pack antecedent Demi Moore. She desperately wanted her role as the bitchy, popular 
cheerleader. "I was like, I'm never gonna get this part," she says. "I know what this girl will look like. Leggy, 
blue-eyed, all-American. I think it's so cool that we all look a little offbeat. We're not exactly what you would 
expect out of a bunch of high-school kids." 

A clever amalgam of The Breakfast Club and Invasion of the Body Snatchers, The Faculty, written by evil 
genius Kevin Williamson, feels as fresh and inventive as Williamson's first teen movie, Scream. "You have to 
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realize that teenagers are smarter and far more sophisticated today," Williamson says 
in a phone interview, bolts of evil-genius electricity practically leaping from the hand- 
set. "With Scream, I took a real business approach. I looked around and said, 'What's 
missing?'" Williamson correctly divined that fusing the sensibilities of John Carpenter 
and John Hughes would give him "a double whammy." "If you really look at Scream, you 
can tell I wrote it with a textbook formula." 

It's an old formula, one that's been around for as long as the teenager itself. "It's 
weird," says Brewster. "People keep saying to me, 'Wow! This is the first time that the 
entertainment industry is catering to kids!" She rolls her eyes. "I remind them, you 
know, what happened in the '80s." 

WHAT HAPPENED IN THE '80S WAS ACTUALLY WHAT HAPPENED IN THE '70S (AND 
the '60s and the '50s). Some moderately insightful, perhaps slightly cash-strapped 
grownup filmmakers figured out what teenagers wanted to watch on the big screen. 
They wanted to watch other teens going buck wild. With 1955's Blackboard Jungle— 
the first film to traffic heavily in youth rebellion and sex, the twin pillars of any teenager's 
existence-a brilliant, if obvious, new genre of film was born: teensploitation, movies 
about teenagers made for teenagers but watched by everybody. A teensploitation 
movie, in contrast to your garden-variety film in which teenagers appear, is pure id; 
the filmmakers assemble a delirious barrage of breasts, road trips, shower scenes, 
drinking games, pillow fights, pot smoking, superbabes, and raging house parties 
where people dance badly and motorcycles do donuts in the living room. The teen- 
sploitation movie-and, increasingly, the teensploitation TV show-usually takes place 
in an entirely teenage universe (for instance, a high school), where unique laws of 
physics apply, and adults, when actually present, exist only to be outwitted (or, ' 
ingeniously, in The Faculty, exist only to be hunted down and killed like the evil alien 
creatures they are). 

Teensploitation's worthy analog, blaxploitation, has traditionally and misguidedly been 
considered a collection of overwrought films pandering to the baser tastes and needs 
of an "unsophisticated" audience. The best teensploitation has been equally misjudged. 
Just as blaxploitation employed a gallery of stereotypical characters (the pimp, the drug 



who contributed a new archetype, the white homeboy, in last summer's Hughes-esque 
Can t Hardly Wait. "The difference now is in the level of intelligence," says the actor. 
"Things have to be smarter." Which accounts for the phenomenal success of a light- 
stepping, campy show like Bully the Vampire Slayer (in which Green portrays Oz, 
the werewolf boy) and the box-office fizzle of the bovine Can't Hardly Wait (a fairly 
tepid, geek-lusts-after-prom-queen comedy set against a kegger). 

While Bully's metaphorical dilemmas allow it to be one of the most subversive 
shows on television, most teen-based TV shows {Party of Five, Felicity, Dawson's 
Creek) must by necessity be tamer than movies— especially in their explorations of 
sex and drugs. Though primarily propelled by angst and good values (whereas teen 
movies are often propelled by angst and bad, bad, bad values), they're nonetheless 
teensploitation. They simply ensure nasty outcomes for teen characters who adopt 
youthful indulgences such as substance abuse (the Party of Five intervention subplot 
or 902101s epic, hilarious "euphoria" drug episode) and wanton sex (like Jen's really 
gonna get Dawson back by sleeping around). "Dawson's Creek works because 
we're dealing with teenage situations in a very adult capacity,* says creator Williamson. 
"But yes, there's a bit of exploitation in all this stuff. Dawson 's Creek is a teen soap with 
30-year-old minds at work in 15-year-old bodies." 

Some are immune to Dawson's charms. "Dawson 's Creek just seems like a bunch 
of hooey to me," says producer Chris Weitz, who with his director brother Paul, will 
unleash some high-test, no-holds-barred teensploitation with March's East Great Falls 
High. A direct descendant of Porky's, the movie centers on eight high-school seniors 
determined to lose their accursed virginity by prom night. When Universal Studios 
screened the film last year, it reportedly tested better than any teen movie they had ever 
made. Greaf Falls is part of the next wave in teensploitation, which is quickly aban- 
doning horror (and meta-horror) to focus studiously on the travails of getting laid in 
high school. For anyone paying even the slightest attention to all this, the next wave will 
seem suspiciously similar to the old wave. 

"I WANTED TO SAY THAT IT'S OKAY TO ENJOY YOUR TEEN YEARS," SAYS ROBERT 
Iscove, the director of this February's She 's All That. "No one has really done that since 



"I'LL WATCH THOSE JOHN HUGHES /HOUES Ol^ER AND OVER AGA\K" 
SAYS THE FACULTY'S ELIJAH WOOD. "THEY JUST HAVE THAT. . .QUALITY." 



dealer, the foxy mama, the urban warrior), teensploitation relies similarly on caricatures 
(the jock, the prom queen, the geek, the burnout), all of whom dwell in an insular 
world ruled by its own rigid, popularity-based code (a code the movie usually throws 
out so the geek can become prom queen, the jock and stoner can join forces, etc.). 
All this can make for stunningly predictable but hugely enjoyable movies. "The best 
teen films are dumb in a brilliant way," says 19-year-old screenwriter/teensploiter-to- 
be Jake Fogelnest, "and smarter than you might think." 

Yet before Scream arrived in 1996 as a postmodern update, no one seemed quite 
sure what to do with the highly successful formula mastered by ex-evil genius John 
Hughes in 1984's Sixteen Candles (meek, angsty smart-girl wins heart of most pop- 
ular senior boy)— one he'd exhausted a mere three years later (cf. Some Kind of 
Wonderful). "Heathers is a great example of how the tide turned," says '80s teen- 
sploitation hero Corey Feldman. "Everyone was like, 'Oh my God-look at this movie!'" 

A direct reaction to Hughes's can't-we-all-just-get-along template, Heathers, one of 
the sharpest and funniest teen movies ever, blackly posited that the only solution to 
dismantling the high-school caste system was multiple homicide. Heathers's sophisti- 
cation started a shift away from classic teensploitation. Teen-based movies basically dis- 
appeared until Scream brought it all back (1995's excellent Clueless made a dent, but 
Scream opened the floodgates). "I blame Generation X," says Fogelnest, who's at 
work on a screenplay that uses the Scream formula "to pay homage" to the entire 
teensploitation genre. "Reality Bites, the most cynical film ever, came out in '94. Then 
everything started to focus on the slackers— whining, complaining, Violent 
Femmes-singing assholes." 

Williamson thinks teensploitation is largely a cyclical phenomenon; teen movies and 
TV shows drift in and out of fashion. "The timing was right for something like Scream," 
he says. Electricity crackling noises. "I just felt it." Fogelnest agrees. "I think it hap- 
pened because people wanted something familiar but new. The '90s has been a 
decade of referencing other decades." This heightened level of self-awareness has 
caused teensploitation vehicles to catch on with older audiences. 

In 1999, teensploitation's onward march continues. The networks air no less than 
nine teen-driven programs, and Hollywood is in a frenzy of teensploiting (11 films in the 
next three months). While many of this year's teen romps are safely retrograde, 
Heathers- and Scream-style wit is sought by both filmmakers and audiences. "The 
subject matter always remains the same," says teensploitation staple Seth Green, 



Sixteen Candles." She's All That follows the most popular senior in school (played by 
a clean-shaven Freddie Prinze, Jr.), who finds true love with the freaky, outspoken art 
girl. Along the way, he discovers who his true friends are and learns that popular girls 
are bitches. At the prom, everybody line dances. John Hughes, it seems, is the most 
popular guy in town. "It's terrific that they're bringing all this '80s stuff back," says Feld- 
man. "Those movies had a lot of heart." 

But contemporizing the formula has been a struggle, says Grear Falls's Chris 
Weitz: "We're in a tussle with the MPAA (the review board that assigns a film's 
rating) right now over one scene where a girl discusses masturbation and another 
involving cunnilingus." With more money at stake, it's harder for today's filmmakers 
to be as dirty, as funky, as exploitative as they were in the '70s and '80s. "(Today's] 
MPAA is harder on teen movies, no question," says Bully's Sarah Michelle Gellar, 
who stars in the upcoming film Cruel Intentions. Though it's a teen adaptation of 
the sex-and-mind-games film Dangerous Liaisons, Gellar concedes that the movie 
is "risque in a clean way." Thankfully, this spring's Go (with Dawson's Katie Holmes 
and Party of Five's Scott Wolf) unabashedly centers on some old-school risky-business, 
featuring a drug deal gone bad, a striptease gone bad, and plenty of Ecstasy use. 
In the end, says Weitz, it all depends on what kind of rating the studio wants 
(PG-13 = more kids = more cash). "We're trying to take advantage of a climate of 
micro-permissiveness in film," says Weitz. "I mean, high-school isn't PG-13." 

So why do these movies keep coming back? Why are they so astoundingly pop- 
ular, especially with older audiences? "I think the reason a lot of these movies work 
is that they've got a direct connection to everybody's experience," says Wes Ander- 
son, whose upcoming Rushmore has a teen protagonist but falls short of teen- 
sploitation (there's little sex and most of the teen-hero's friends are adults). "They're 
familiar, and they just connect with people." Weitz thinks that there's an element of 
"pre-built nostalgia" to all teensploitation— after all, just about everyone attended 
high school. Williamson, who swears his upcoming thriller, Killing Mrs. Tingle (with 
the inspired casting of Katie Holmes and Molly Ringwald), will be his last teen- 
sploitation effort, says that these movies, no matter what the subgenre, are about the 
search for identity at that fleeting moment when who you can become seems limit- 
less. "That's why everyone can relate," he says. "It's because the age of disap- 
pointment comes so early now." Buffy's Seth Green totally agrees. "This," he says, 
"is undeniably a great time." wm 
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A BLIZZARD OF WHITE PANTIES 

CELEBRATING NEARLY 50 YEARS OF AWESOMELY SHAMELESS TEEN ENTERTAINMENT 



J.D. flicks ca<*5V 

FILM GENRE, 1955-60 „ ^ 

TX RATING: 8.0 ™V 
J.D. stands for "juvenile delinquent": your 
bad seed; your moody, brooding type; your 
loner who runs in packs. Like the inner-city 
hoods of Blackboard Jungle or their anti- 
authoritarian middle-class suburban coun- 
terparts in Rebel Without a Cause. The 
enterprising thugs of The Cool and the 
Crazy take special care to stay in school; 
it's good for their pot dealership. The rich- 
kid racketeer of High School Caesar cares 
so much about school spirit that he rigs a 
student election in his favor. 
LEGACY: The Sweathogs 

Alamie Van Doren <?to w 

ICON, 1857-60 - _ 

TX RATING: 9.7 4 9 • 

This buxom, bottle-blond bombshell (the 
original 28-year-old teenager) finds herself 
playing either the bad girl or the very bad 
girl in a string of B -pitchers. In succession, 
she does hard time on a girls' prison farm 
{Untamed Youth); gets all bollixed up with 
reefer-mad beatnik teens {High School 
Confidential!, The Beat Generation); lands 
in the stir a second time, in a juvy jail run by 
nuns {Girls Town); and, foreshadowing 
today's coeds, is a high-IQ stripper/aca- 
demic {Sex Kittens Go to College)— all in 
time for her 30th birthday in 1961. 
LEGACY: In 1990, a 42-year-old Luke 
Perry wins a starring role on 90210. 

The Many Loves of Dobie Gillis 

TV SHOW, 1959-63 , 
TX RATING: 7.5 ** 4 

Dobie Gillis, a none-too-ambitious-or- 
attractive high-schooler, lives for three 
things: girls; his best buddy, the dirty, 
lazy, jazz-digging beatnik Maynard 
(a pre-Gilligan Bob Denver); and girls. 
LEGACY: Gillis does thattalking-directly- 
to-the-viewers thing Ferris Bueller's Day 
Off later swipes; first TV appearance of 
the goatee. 

AlP's Frankie and Annette 

Beach Movies ^gma 

FILM GENRE, 1959-65 
TX RATING: 6.9 

In American International Pictures' Beach 
Party (and its countless sequels), Frankie 
Avalon and Annette Funicello soak up the 
rays, fend off 50-year-old bikers, and shim- 
my in the sand to the latest musical acts 
both cool (Dick Dale, James Brown, Stevie 
Wonder) and corny (future Dynasty star 
Linda Evans, Mickey Rooney). 
LEGACY: Saywafch 

Bye Bye Birdie . , * } 

FILM, 1963 . a 

TX RATING: 7.2 O "T 

Singing sensation Conrad Birdie (Jesse 
Pearson) joins the Army, to the consterna- 
tion of every female under the age of 18. 
The first musical explicitly about teens and 
rock'n'roll has plenty of the former and 



precious little of the latter. Based on the 
real-life Elvis-gets-drafted panic felt in all 
teen quarters 

LEGACY: Future rock musicals all have 
some actual rock content 

Wild in the Streets fj} cfs 

FILM, 1968 M j 

TX RATING: 9.8 " *T 

Inexplicably, the voting age is lowered to 
14, and civic-minded young Americans 
naturally cast their ballots for their f ave teen 
rocker, Max Frost. As a result of his elec- 
tion, the nation's capital, unlike real-life 
Washington, becomes rife with sex, drugs, 
and rock'n'roll. President Frost locks away 
everyone over the age of 30 and force- 
feeds them LSD. 

LEGACY: Voting age lowered to 18 in 1971 

Badlands ## $ 

FILM, 1973 „ js 

TX RATING: 7.6 E3 V 

One of the most artful and poetic articula- 
tions of teen angst yet, Badlands stars Sissy 
Spacek as a virginal 15-year-old who falls 
for local rebel Martin Sheen. Thwarted in his 
affections by Spacek's overprotective 
father, Sheen blows him away before set- 
ting fire to the house, and the two embark 
on a cross-country killing spree. 
LEGACY: True Romance (down to the 
score), Natural Born Killers 



American Graffiti 

FILM, 1973 
TX RATING: 8.0 
The greatest coming-of-age-in-the-'50s 
saga— ostensibly about a night in the life of 
two California 18-year-olds (Richard Drey- 
fuss and Ron Howard) facing graduation 
and an uncertain adult future— actually 
takes place in 1962. The cast is a future 
Who's Who of Hollywood; the soundtrack 
is a greaser's dream; and the result is noth- 
ing less than a practice run in epic myth- 
making for its director, George Lucas. 
LEGACY: Happy Days, The Lords of Flat- 
bush, The Hollywood Knights 

Sarah T: Portrait of a 

Teenage Alcoholic 7? 1^} <s^I 

TV MOVIE, 1976 - 
TX RATING: 8.5 ^® "™ 

When she has a tough time adjusting to her 
new school, Linda Blair turns to booze and 
develops a Texas-size drinking problem. 
LEGACY: The maxim that intensive sub- 
stance abuse invariably leads to turning 
tricks 

Carrie qA w 

FILM, 1976 _ 
TX RATING: 8.1 •• *S 

The girl-power progenitor who gets back 
at the bitches who pelt her with tampons 
and the Jesus-freak mother who locks her 
in the closet with the Day-Glo crucifix and 
the kids who vote her prom queen just to 
see her slathered in pig's blood by using 
her telekinetic powers to kill them all. 



LEGACY: The forthcoming Carrie II; 1,001 
prom jokes 

Dam: Portrait of a © ^ '\ 
Teenage Runaway 

TV MOVIE, 1976 
TX RATING: 7.0 

Twenty-two-year-old Eve Plumb, four years 
removed from her role as the only Brady 
more boring than Alice, tries to prove she 
can handle edgier roles by playing a run- 
away teen prostitute. 

LEGACY: The "I can so play a tramp" career 
strategy employed by a long line of whole- 
some sitcom teens (Dana Plato, Alyssa 
Milano, et al.) 

James at 15 jfc 

TV SHOW, 1 977-79 
TX RATING: 7.5 - 
O.G. teen-angst TV drama with the dewy- 
eyed Lance Kerwin breaks the fourth wall 
during its second season when it acknowl- 
edges James is actually getting older. 
James at 15 becomes James at 16. 
LEGACY: My So-Called Life; that show with 
James Van Der Beek 

Corvette Summer _4 w 

RLM, 1978 . 
TX RATING: 6.0 fi/l "T 

Just after Star Wars and his disfiguring car 
wreck, Mark Hamill plays a teen who buys 
a trashed Corvette and tricks it out (right- 
hand drive to better check out babes on 
the street!). After it's stolen, he's off to 
Vegas to get it back. On the way he meets 
a young Annie Potts, also heading to 
Vegas. To become a hooker. 
LEGACY: Movie poster quote: "The eternal 
triangle.. .a boy, a girt, and a car." 

Halloween <Jb •£}■ wt> 

FILM SERIES, 1978-PRESENT - _ 
TX RATING: 9.5 O •* V 

Slashings of post-coital topless girls and 
sleepy boys; running up the staircase 
instead of out the front door (or, better yet, 
hiding from the knife-wielder in a closet); 
foolishly thinking the killer who fell two 
stories after getting shot five times might 
really be dead. Rad. 
LEGACY: Too many to list 

Brooke Shields 

TEEN POSTER GIRL, 1978-81 
TX RATING: 8.0 

In the early '80s, Shields creates a teen 



dream that's adorable, shag-able, and 
marketable. After a scandalous role as a 
preteen hooker in Pretty Baby, she hits 
stride in Endless Love, featuring fire-lit 
orgasms that piss off Dad and get Mom all 
hot. Public declaration of arrested virginity 
cools career, despite more faux nudity 
amid monkey-strewn tropicalia of The 
Blue Lagoon. 

LEGACY: The Lionel Richie/Diana Ross 
theme song is a perennial roller disco 

couples -only fave. 

Meatballs w$ 6 d®~& 

FILM, 1979 A _ . M 

TX RATING: 6.0 /^O© 
Hot Canadian camp counselors have 
adult-style parties on canoes while awk- 
ward newbies wrassle with self-esteem. 
Even more pressing: Who's gonna win the 
Camp Olympics? See also Meatballs IV 
(Corey Feldman on water skis). 
LEGACY: Spaz 

Over the Edge S<f(9s> 

RLM, 1979 
TX RATING: 9.0 

Knife-wielding juvenile delinquents vandal- 
ize and terrorize planned suburban com- 
munity New Granada. Too young to do 
time, they shoot BBs at cop cars, smoke 
pot snort speed, joyride, ignore curfew, 
and listen to lots of Cheap Trick. Good 
clean fun till they get hold of a real gun. 
Next thing you know, the PTA is on fire. 
LEGACY: Matt Dillon 

Rock'n'Roll High School f\ J 

FILM, 1979 
TX RATING: 7.0 

Like the Davy Jones episode of The Brady 
Bunch, except P.J. Soles is Marcia and 
Joey Ramone is Davy. 
LEGACY: The Donnas 

Foxes 

FILM. 1980 js j 

TX RATING: 9.5 V <T 

Four best girlfriends spend a lot of time 
sleeping late, cutting school, and having 
an extremely active nightlife. Jodie Foster 
is the moral center, Scott Baio rides a 
skateboard, and the Runaways' Cherie 
Currie is the heart-of-gold friend who's 
got everyone chasing her around town as 
she boozes it up and cuddles down with 
just about anyone. 
LEGACY: Girl Power 
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The teensploitation rating (TX RATING) Is an assessment of how much an entry flaunts teen 
stereotypes, not of the quality of the entry 
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7/mes Square ^ * » 

FILM, 1980 _ . 

TX RATING: 6.5 ^ 
Bad girl rocker Robin Johnson, a Joan Jett 
clone, busts good girl misfit Trini Alvarado 
out of the psych ward in a stolen ambu- 
lance. A knife makes them blood sisters; 
rock'n'roll sets them free. Alvarado's politico 
pop cries, "Kidnapper!" Late-night DJ Tim 
Curry cries, "Folk heroine!" "I'm not kid- 
napped," yells Alvarado, "I'm me-napped!" 
LEGACY: Johnson's song "Damn Dog," a 
campy, glam club fave 

Tom Cruise we/lJitfflO 

ACTOR, 1981-83 „.„ „ > - 

TX RATING: 9.0 4'4 □ ft S «* 6 
Losin ' It may be Risky Business if you 
don't have All the Right Moves. But if you 
have a minor role in The Outsiders, you 
may have already found Endless Love. 
LEGACY: Wayfarers 

Hot for Teacher Flicks ^ <j;A g) 

FILM MINI-GENRE, 1981-84 , „, „ 
TX RATING: 10.0 • \/ 

Dropping grades? How about dropping 
drawers? Cinematic school-reform propo- 
sals such as Homework, My Tutor, and The 
Substitute argue that if the teachers are hot 
and put-out, Johnny-underachiever is Har- 
vard-bound. Ultimate schoolboy wet dream 
lends new meaning to term "study hard." 
LEGACY: "Don't Stand So Close to Me"; 
Mary Kay Letourneau 

Ladies and Gentlemen, .,. « * \ 
the Fabulous Stains 

FILM. 1981 -<f CP 

TX RATING: 9.6 

Corinne {a curiously coiffed Diane Lane) 
leads a brash, untalented girl-teen punk trio 
down the slippery slope of looming star- 
dom amid a cutthroat music scene. The two 
Sex Pistols guys nobody cares about play a 
rival punk group in this early-'80s straight- 
to-HBO rock satire. Rare. Unparalleled. 
LEGACY: Riot grrrls; "Suckers! I'm perfect. 
And I don't put out" 



<^ f5to <2/l 4"4 ** ™ 



Porky's 

FILM. 1981 

TX RATING: 10.0 v «F 5 

Peeping cheerleaders through a hole in 
the women's locker room showers inspires 
Pee-Wee, Meat, and the phallocentrically 




1. Head games: in Weird Science, the reassuring sight of Anthony Michael Hall with underwear on his h 

2. High society: complicated finger gestu rings in Dazed and Confused. 

3. Very close friends: sharing a quiet moment with the young rebels of Wild In the Streets. 

4. The eponymous Valley Girls: Notice subliminal message in background. 

5. Feeding the flames: the you-go-girl! crime fighting delinquents of Foxfire. 

6. Mob deep: in Kids, unadulterated sex, drugs, and rock'n'roll. And skateboarding. 



nicknamed gang at Angel Beach High to 
lose their virginities at the local whore- 
house, run by porcine titular character. 
Racial tolerance subtext (Jews are people 
too) tossed in as an attempt to give homo- 
phobic breast-fest social value. 
LEGACY: "Meat" as nickname 

Class of 1984 

FILM, 1982 a ^ 

TX RATING: 9.5 ' V' 

Hitching rides on backs of school buses, 
marijuana smokin', graffiti, vandalism, vio- 
lence, teachers with guns, New Wave 
girls, cartoon punks in shreds, P.D.A.s, 
knives, and metal detectors— then the 
opening credits stop rolling. This under- 
the-top, Warriors- like movie puts so much 
fear in your heart, you might end up root- 
ing for the adults. 

LEGACY: Strangely, Michael J. Fox's career 

Phoebe Cates 

ICON, 1982-83 

TX RATING: 9.5 ^ ^ 

The Catesploitation Trilogy. Part One: Tak- 
ing the Blue Lagoon paradigm to another 
level, she checks Brooke's prissy body 
double at the door and frolics with Willie 
Aames and a dodgy English accent in Par- 
adise. Part Two: Fast Times at Ridgemont 
High, an international landmark, contains 
legendary cumming-to-Cates-coming-out- 
of-the-pool scene. Part Three: On a beach 
in Private School, a naked Cates says 
goodbye to virginity and hello to Matthew 
Modine's modine. 

LEGACY: Schooling a generation of girls in 
giving proper head 

Fast Times at 

Ridgemont High $ w^pp 

FILM, 1982 a 
TX RATING: 10.0 Jvjl^f 
Scripter/cufture-narc Cameron Crowe 
goes deep cover at actual So-Cal high 
school, files classic report exposing jocks, 
surfers, sluts, stoners, scalpers, and Mr. 
Hand. Bitchin' like a Camaro, director Amy 



Heckerling makes household names out 
of entire cast and forever links the Cars' 
"Moving in Stereo" to visions of Phoebe 
Cates's dripping-wet breasts, bouncing, 
bouncing, bouncing in eternal slo-mo. 
LEGACY: Side One, Led Zeppelin 4 

Square Pegs 

TV SHOW, 1982-83 " « 

TX RATING: 5.0 O 
Prime-time effort to capitalize on the New 
Wave craze features skinny ties, Elvis 
Costello-esque nerds, and a theme song by 
the Waitresses— not to mention Sarah Jessi- 
ca Parker and '80s babe-role mainstay Jami 
Gertz as non-slut, uppity Muffy Tupperman. 
LEGACY: The shades/Walkman combo 

Zapped! ww (\ 

FILM, 1982 

TX RATING: 7.0 v C0- 

Give a teenage girl telekinetic powers and 
half the school ends up getting impaled by 
sharp objects. Bestow the same gift upon a 
teenage boy, and the results are far less 
lethal. Durable sitcom plug-in Scott Baio 
stars as a horny science geek who discov- 
ers a new way to see Hooters-style breasts 
without paying a cover. 
LEGACY: Nicholson Baker's The Fermata 

John Cusack Ji^^c* 

ACTOR. 1983-95 ^ 46 / 

TX RATING: 9.5 I S 5 

All the films he did previous to 1989- 
movies in which he plays not necessarily 
the most glamorous guy, but the one with 
the most heart (Beffer Off Dead, The 
Sure Thing, Sixteen Candles)— are really 
just preparation for Cusack's role in Say 
Anything... as Lloyd Dobler, the echt 
boyfriend of all time. 

LEGACY: "I don't want to sell anything, buy 
anything, or process anything..." and so on. 

Scretrballs fa $ twVrof 

FILM, 1983 „ _ _ t 

TX RATING: 9.0 v 9 •*> ST «*■ Q 
Tensions run high as Taft and Adams High 



School ("T & A") prepares for the big home- 
coming game. But what a drag: Purity 
Busch, the homecoming queen, is a virgin. 
As the boys in uniform try to loosen her 
up, the unexpected ensues: a strip bowl- 
ing contest, detention, and somebody 
spikes the P.T.A. punch bowl with an 
aphrodisiac! 

LEGACY: Loose Screws: The Sequel 

Suburbia la.k.a. The Wild Side) 

FILM, 1983 r f. . 

TX RATING: 7.0 4 V *> 

In this fictional follow-up to her landmark 
documentary, Decline of Western Civiliza- 
tion, Penelope Spheeris adds a plot where 
none is needed. Featuring museum-quality 
us-against-the-worid dialogue ("If we didn't 
have each other, we wouldn't have any- 
thing") and the film debut of Flea. 
LEGACY: g24 Gilman Street 

Rumble Fish ^ ^ A 

FILM, 1983 . a 

TX RATING: 6.5 -T -V M 

Gang legend Motorcycle Boy (Mickey 
Rourke, in his prime) is back in town, being 
ambiguously cool and bumming slightly 
'tarded younger bro Rusty (Matt Dillon, 
also in his prime) by not being as nostalgic 
about the good ol' days of gang warfare. 
Filmed in stunning black-and-white, which 
doesn't for a minute hinder the sight of 
Diane Lane (in her nymphy prime). 
LEGACY: The Outsiders; a like-named 
Sunset Strip glam band 



Valley Girl 

FILM, 1983 
TX RATING: 8.5 
Can Randy (Nic Cage) and Julie (Deborah 
Foreman) fall in love, despite the fact she's 
from the San Fernando Valley and he walks 
the mean streets of Hollywood? Does 
Modern English stop the world and melt 
with you? Dumb and shiny as a Christmas 
tree, Julie represents everything punk-rock 
Randy stands against, and yet... 
LEGACY: Clueless 
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Free Gifts 



It's time to get smart. . .about the way you carry your stuff. 
For a limited time, get a free stylish Curve Book Smarts 
shoulder bag for her or a rugged Urban Hiker 
backpack for him. Either, a $30 value, is your 
free gift with any purchase of $35 or more 
of Curve for Women or Curve for Men. 



Free Gifts With Purchase 

Quantities limited while supplies last 



for Men 



for Women 




Curve for Men 



THEBONMARCHE BURDINES MACY'S RICH'S 
LAZARUS GOLDSMITH'S STERN'S 



Angel oofcO 

FILM, 1984 ^ 
TX RATING: 6.0 ^ V 

This year Angel turns 30. She's no longer 
honor student by day/hooker by night 
looking for the killer John, nor the law stu- 
dent who returns to hooking to avenge her 
cop-pal killer. One wonders what Angel is 
doing now: Did she keep her executive job 
after she found her long-lost sister who 
also fell to hooking? 

LEGACY: Teen hookers with hearts of gold 

Footloose f\ ^ 

FILM, 1984 a jl 

TX RATING: 9.0 *T 0 

Ren MacCormack (Kevin Bacon) reads 
Slaughterhouse Five and cuts a mean rug 
back in the big city where he comes from. 
After about one day in the Bible Belt, he 
learns that fancy learnin' and slow-dancing 
with skinny ties and such are branded the 
work of the Devil. But even the Devil ends 
up giving the boy a hand when he sees Ren 
playing chicken in a tractor. 
LEGACY: Pat Benatar's "Invincible" 

The Wild life ft ^ ^ 

FILM, 1984 a 
TX RATING: 8.0 - *T 

Topless bars. Head-butting. Chris Penn as a 
charm-free Jeff Spicoli. Did the same Cam- 
eron Crowe who wrote Fast Times at Ridge- 
mont High and Say Anything... actually write 
this movie? We can't be sure, but we're 
guessing lots of cocaine may have been 
involved. Soundtrack features an uncredited 
track by Edward Van Halen. Dude! 
LEGACY: Sundry beer commercials 

The Breakfast Club J « * t \ * 

FILM, 1985 *s m 

TX RATING; 7.0 V O 

A pan-high-school collection of teen 
stereotypes— the jock, the snob, the delin- 
quent, the geek, the freak— are assigned to 
Saturday detention and learn that deep 
inside, we're all the same. As if. 
LEGACY: "Chicks can't hold de smoke, 
dat's what it is." 

Girls Just Want to Have Fun ft ^ 

FILM, 1985 - % , 

TX RATING: 5.0 O *T 

Sarah Jessica Parker disobeys her militant 
father to enter the Richard Blade-hosted 
TV dance show contest. Bad clothes, bad 
music, bad dancing, and then the baddest 
prank: getting back at the snobettes by 
inviting— gasp!— all the punkers in town to 
her debutante ball! Where they line dance. 
LEGACY: Helen Hunt as comedian 

Tuff Turf *s>O^0 

FILM, 1985 . 
TX RATING: 9.1 1*J ^ 

Bad-ass loner James Spader can peg a 
cockroach from across the room with his BB 
gun but can he survive the first day of high 
school? A gang of J.D.s in "Beat It" video 
drag aren't gonna make it easy. After beat- 
downs, showdowns, and chicken games, 
poet rocker Jim Carroll performs "It's Too 
Late" at the big dance (with bare-chested 
Robert Downey, Jr. on drums), inspires 
Spader to serenade his misty-eyed gal with 
Journey-informed ballad "I Walk the Night" 
LEGACY: The word "tuff" 



Weird Science <j$ ^ 2k -ft *>p 

TXRATING:9.8 • ^? $ tS> £l 
With Mom and Dad out of town, horny geeks 
Anthony Michael Hall and Ian Mitchell Smith 
hack into the government's computer and 
create uber-babe Kelly LeBrock ("like 
Frankenstein but cuter"). The nurturing 
LeBrock helps them get paid, laid, and wast- 
ed at climactic par-tay fulla "sex, drugs, rock- 
'n'roll, chips, dips, chains, whips, your basic 
high school orgy type of thing." 
LEGACY: "Lisa, gimme the keeeze!"; 
Bill Paxton's acting career; TV spinoff 

Nicole Eggert ■ «» .i 

FILM, 1986-93 

TX RATING: 9.0 \/ CSr- <£2 

Long before she appears on Baywatch 
and is immortalized on Sugar Ray's Lemon- 
ade and Brownies, Aames, Baio, Fold man 
and Haim try to soak up Eggert's sun- 
drenched allure and Orange County 
cheerleader realness in The Double O Kid, 
Anything for Love, and Charles in Charge. 
Power Eggert: Getting naked with Haim in 
Blown Away as they enjoy wanton sex after 
a car bomb kills her mom. 
LEGACY: Most notable for not appearing 
in the Feldman-centric License to Drive. 
That's Heather Graham. 

River's Edge (} w 

FILM. 1986 _ _^ 

TX RATING: 8.8 ^ 
Crispin Glover's finest moment "I happen to 
know my friends, fucking know them. We're 
a fucking team, we're like Starsky and 
Hutch." Glover as a black-eyeliner-wearing, 
leader-of-the-pack freak is better than 
Glover as nerd-boy freak or kung fu freak. 
Featuring a naked corpse, a blowup doll, and 
vintage lone Skye and Keanu. Genius. 
LEGACY: Blue Velvet, Twin Peaks, Gummo 

Degrassi Jr. High/ ^ V ^ fj <s> 
Degrassi High 

TV SHOW, 1986-92 - ST *• • 
TX RATING: 10.0 

Imagine 90210, but cast with age/acne- 
appropriate Canadian adolescents. It's a 
revelation. 

LEGACY: The slang "broomhead" as a 
catchall insult 

Less Than Zero ^ 

FILM, 1987 _ 
TX RATING: 7.0 ™ r""* 

The colorful world of your average rich Bev- 
erly Hills post-high school teen in the super- 
ficial '80s. Unruly decadence of all sorts 
abounds, though it never looks all that fun. 
But that's the gist: Cocaine ain't all that fun. 
LEGACY: The curse on Robert Downey, Jr. 

21 Jump Street sP&Sto 

TV SHOW, 1987-92 
TX RATING: 5.1 

Are you Johnny Depp? Are you Johnny Depp? 
Who wants to know! Who wants to know! 
LEGACY: Richard Grieco, Skeet Ulrich 



Or- 



Bill and Ted's 
Excellent Adventure 

FILM. 1989 
TX RATING: 5.0 

Who says Keanu can't act? Director 
Stephen Herek creates mind-boggling, 




FLAMBOASTIN'! 

SPIN SALUTES THE MASTERS OF THE GENRE 

Despite its bounty of well-tested conventions and timeless popularity, there 
is no assurance of true teensploitation greatness. For virtuoso teensploitation 
demands a virtuoso teensplorter, a visionary, a genius, a.. .pimp. 

John Hughes, the Pimp Who Loved Me 

"Youth-identity movies," Hughes once joked. "That's about all I can ever figure 
out to say about 'em. It drives the studios crazy— not high-concept enough." The 
godfather of modern teensploitation, Hughes is responsible for the majority of 
America's shared low-concept movie memories from the '80s (Sixteen Candles, 
The Breakfast Club, Weird Science, Pretty in Pink, Ferris Bueller 's Day Off, 
Some Kind of Wonderful). A former advertising copywriter, he elevated vulner- 
able white-bread love and feel-good endings into something close to something 
in the same general ballpark as art. 

Cameron Crowe, the Dippin' and Dabbin' Gentlemanly Pimp 

At age 15, the precocious Crowe was touring with Led Zeppelin. At 21, he went 
undercover in a San Diego high school to do research for what would become 
the epic Fast Times at Ridgemont High. Two years later came The Wild Life and 
then his directorial debut, Say Anything.... "I've been accused of not having bad 
guys and good guys (in my movies]," Crowe said. "When you're 17 or 18, are 
you really a bad guy? Are you really a good guy?" 

Kevin Williamson, the Choppin' It Up Pimp of the Future 

Four years ago, 33-year-old Kevin Williamson was just another wannabe LA 
auteur-until the night a friend tried to scare him by imitating the Friday the 13th 
whisper ("Kill-kill-kill-kill!"). Soon after, Scream was born, along with the 
writer/director's unique brand of pop-culture-reference-spouting, hyper-self- 
aware teen so popular today. He's been credited for single-handedly reviving 
the flagging teen genre. His secret formula: "You have to have a conflict." 

Gregg Araki, the Willy Foo Foo Riff-Ass Pimp 

Araki, the filmmaker behind the trilogy Totally F""d Up, The Doom Generation, 
and Nowhere, once called himself "sort of a John Hughes of the early-to-mid- 
'90s." He screened his movies at Lollapalooza, tales of wordy, multiracial L.A. 
kids who have voracious appetites for recreational narcotics, nihilism, and pan- 
sexual coupling. "They're all very innocent in their own way," says Araki. "Lonely, 
yearning, heavily romantic..." Romantic? "Look, teenagers think about— and have 
a lot of— sex." 



OTHER LESSER BUT NONETHELESS STILL 
NOTABLE MASTERS 

Aaron Spelling, the Mackadocious Silver Fox Pimp 

Created most of what you see on TV, including Melrose Place, 90210, and Tori. 

S.E. Hinton, the Puttin' the Two on the Ten Playbeezy Madame 

Wrote the books upon which the films 7"nar Was Then. ...This Is Now, The Out- 
siders, Rumble Fish, and Tex were based. 

Bob (Benjamin) Clark, the Jacket-Required Long White Con Pimp 

Wrote/directed Porky's and directed Porky's II. 

Allan Moyle, the Trickadelicious Ain't Never Goin' to Square Up Pimp 

Wrote/directed Times Square, Pump Up the Volume, and Empire Records. 

Amy Heckerllng, the Extreme Cash Flow Ain't No Jasper Madame 

Directed Fasf Times, wrote/directed Clueless. 
Compiled by Zev Borow 
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1. Sticky fingers: a young Alicia SHverstone in the Hghter-than-air Clueless. 

2. Boys will be boys: The poignant Rebel Without a Cause taught teens to live fast die young, smoke lots of cigarettes. 

3. Are you on the bus or off the bus?: Matt Dillon and Diane Lane In Rumble Fish, an early rumination on thug life. 

4. Granddaddy of them all: Blackboard Jungle, the movie that invented teensplottabon. 

5. Food chain: Better Off Dead's John Cusack Invoking the teensptoitation maxim that all fast-food jobs require a bad costume. 

6. Hollywood squares: Square Pegs, the formative years for Sarah Jessica Parker (right). 

7. Class struggle: Christian Slater and Winona Ryder permanently upset the high school social order In Heathers. 

8. Judd Nelson wins the coveted caboose spot Village People-style dancing and the merriment of detention In John Hughes's widely bitten The Breakfast Club. 

9. Psych out Busted loose from the psych ward, the kids In Times Square keep a high profile. 
10. Ode to a teenage pimp: Tom Cruise and his teen-hooker best girl In Risky Business. 

1 1. Just the three of us: / SHU Know What You Did Last Summer's Jennifer Love Hewitt, a budding mini-Industry. 



unforgettable combinations of the 
words "excellent" and "dude." And that 
air-guitar sound. 
LEGACY: Dogstar 



Gleaming the Cube 

FILM, 1989 

TX RATING: 9.0 V 
Frosted skaterat Christian Slater and his 
buds clean up their act and skate around 
town in order to solve the murder of his 
adopted Vietnamese brother Vinh. "Gleam- 
ing the cube" is alleged skater slang for 
achieving the ultimate rush. 
LEGACY: "Gleaming the cube" 

Heathers 

FILM, 1989 ft 
TX RATING: 7.1 

The original ending is even blacker than 
the rest of the movie— Veronica supposedly 
joins forces with J.D. instead of stopping 
the violence. But a movie that compro- 
mises with a frustrated homicidal teenage 
maniac strapping himself with TNT is still 
pretty punk. 

LEGACY: The forthcoming Jawbreaker 

Saved By the Bell <c> & fa 

TV SHOW, 1989-93 . 
TX RATING: 4.0 O 
Aggressively dimpled actors doing stupid- 
teen tricks in Dolby™ Surround Laugh- 
Track Sound. 

LEGACY: The classically trained Elizabeth 
Berkley 

Beverly Hills, 90210 (Oj Sts> <*" 

TV SHOW, 1990-PRESENT *~ . 
TX RATING: 7.2 V •• • 

Fans loyal since Minnesota twins Brandon 
and Brenda first arrived are determined to 
illuminate to the masses the genius subtext, 
which will probably only be recognized 
years from now. Someday, some smarty- 
pants semiotics major's thesis will be titled 
"The Homoeroticism of Steve Sanders." 
LEGACY: White boys calling each other 
brother on TV 

House Party 

FILM, 1990 . y, 

TX RATING: 5.0 VJ •• 

Kid is sneaking out of the house, hiding 
from gangs, and running from the law- 
all to get to Play's house party. Kudos are 
given by critics for the positive portrayal of 
middle-class black youth. Kudos are given 
by audiences for lots of big booty. 
LEGACY: Tisha & Mar-tiiiin! 

Pump Up the Volume ej {£f ^ 

FILM, 1990 

TX RATING: 7.6 v 
Enigmatic pirate-radio DJ Hard Harry's 
nocturnal transmissions inspire fellow 



repressed Arizonan teens to "Kick Out the 
Jams," write bad sex poetry, and piss off 
their sell-out Boomer parents, fascist prin- 
cipal, and the FCC. Shit gets off the hook 
when they start exploding microwave ovens 
and blowing off their heads. 
LEGACY: Samarttha Mathis's breasts 

Neve Campbell '• il ■ ■ ■ 

ACTOR, 1992-PRESENT 
TX RATING: 8.1 °® W 

Remember, on 90210, how Shannon 
Doherty used to spit out every single word 
with unnecessary bile and sarcasm, and 
how her line readings always had this stifled, 
staccato rhythm, and how she loved to 
punctuate trenchant points with a scowl, 
and how she left the show to pursue a movie 
career but eventually woundupbackon TV? 
LEGACY: JLH 

Dazed and Confused ^ * * $ 

FILM 1993 * ~ 

TX RATING: 8.0 V •• 

Richard Linklater feathers the hair of more 
indie icons than we can count and dresses 
shopworn "last day of school, where are 
we headed, gang" spiel in polyester, pot- 
fogged drag. 

LEGACY: Matthew McConaughey; 
That '70s Show 

Jennifer Lore Hewitt 

BUDDING MINI-INDUSTRY, dfA <M 

1994-PRESENT J? 
TX RATING: 9.3 - N/ 

Building a career using the Alyssa Milano 
template: release some CDs in Japan; do a 
dance workout video; become a series reg- 
ular; do some films; make a TV movie about 
the life of a complicated woman with a real- 
ly difficult accent (Hewitt will try her hand at 
Audrey Hepburn). Next up: her own series. 
LEGACY: Lacey Chabert? 

My So-Called Life -fa jfc 

TV SHOW, 1994 _ . 

TX RATING: 7.5 9 fj 

In just one season, Claire Danes's Angela 
Chase manages to drop her childhood 
friend, dye her hair red, and emerge as the 
voice-over of a generation with intrepid 
commentary such as, "My parents keep ask- 
ing how school was. It's like saying, 'How 
was that drive-by shooting?' You don't care 
how it was; you're lucky to get out alive." 
LEGACY: Every teen show on TV today 

Sweet l/alley High U U Q 

TV SHOW, 1994-PRESENT 
TX RATING: 5.0 

Blond-haired, blue-eyed twins Elizabeth 
(the nice one) and Jessica (the naughty 
one) Wakefield get into much mischief, 
usually involving boys, parties, and/or gos- 
sip. Inspired by the hugely successful pre- 



teen book of the same title. 

LEGACY: Their Doublemint commercials 

The Basketball Diaries 

FILM, 1995 . - 

TX RATING: 9.4 "T V 

Halfway through Jim Carroll's autobio- 
graphical tale about his life as a teen 
junkie, Leo DiCaprio enters a confessional. 
Priest: "Have you engaged in impure 
deeds?" Leo: "Oh, Father, you have no 
idea. I've done all kinds of crazy shit." 
Including, but not limited to: huffing, snort- 
ing, shooting, dealing, hustling, carjacking, 
screwing, and overacting. 
LEGACY: "Time sure does fly when you're 
young and jerking off." 

Clueless &^j> 

FILM, 1995 . 
TX RATING: 8.0 O 
Sweet'n'clever Beverly Hills relocation of 
Jane Austen's Emma invents credible 
teen vernacular eventually adopted by 
actual teens. 

LEGACY: The dizzying rise and fall of 
Alicia Silverstone; TV spinoff series 

The Doom Generation ^/\ ^7 

FILM, 1995 -w dfk 

TX RATING: 9.7 (TO &3 9S Q) 

Rose McGowan stars as a frisky teen 
squeeze-toy with Tourette Syndrome-like 
demeanor— no wonder Marilyn Manson 
asked her out after watching this movie. Fea- 
turing bad dialogue masquerading as inten- 
tionally bad dialogue, The Doom Generation 
(which follows All F""d Up and precedes 
Nowhere) firmly establishes Gregg Araki as 
the Ed Wood of the punk underground. 
LEGACY: Steamy three-way photo spread 
in Barely Heterosexual 



Empire Records 

FILM, 1995 
TX RATING: 8.0 
Indie record store staff of afterna-babes 
and post-grunge fellas wrestle with their 
hearts, their fears, the Man, and pin-up 
Maxwell Caulfield's libido during one 
wacky day-shift that reinforces the existen- 
tial gospel: Let's go crazy 'cause a sponta- 
neous pot-luck keg ger will save us all. 
LEGACY: Edwyn Collins's one hit "A Girl 
Like You" 

S7 

FILM, 1995 _ A 

TX RATING: 11.0 W C W & 

Kids was billed as a "wake-up call to Amer- 
ica," but it plays like soft-core teen pom 
with an indie-rock soundtrack. Oh sure, 
there's that AIDS subplot, but Kids is really 
a day on the prowl with Telly, the "virgin sur- 
geon" who spends his downtime smoking 
blunts, drinking 40s, committing misde- 



meanors, and dispensing mealy-mouthed 
sex tips to his peeps. 

LEGACY: Gummo; Chloe Sevigny's unex- 
pected acting career 

The Craft QfA 

FILM, 1996 _ ~ 

TX RATING: 6.0 ■* d 

A foursome of highly attractive social mis- 
fits go Wiccan, but childish pranks give 
way to white-hot evil. Easy on those incan- 
tations, girls, or you'll go mad, mad, mad) 
LEGACY: "We are the weirdos, Mister." 

Fear ^w^^S* 

FILM, 1996 ~ - fc . - 

TX RATING: 8.0 Hw< O 

Reese Witherspoon's suave-at-first stalker 
boyfriend "Marky" Mark Wahlberg scratch- 
es a nicole 4 Eva tattoo on his chest and 
decapitates the family dog after he "pops 
her cherry" to a Bush song. One of the 
best Marky Mark stalking-teen movies ever. 
LEGACY: Finger-fun on roller-coasters 

Foxfire ^ hxd A 

FILM, 1996 _^ - fc . 

TX RATING: 8.5 09 @ SJ ^ 

Roguish, avenging, feminist Zen orphan 
"Legs" (Angelina Jolie) directs her anger 
toward teachers who molest students, 
jocks who bitch-slap girlfriends, and 
fathers who beat daughters. 
LEGACY: Celebrating that natural non-les- 
bian lesbian thing 

Freeway sy^uu 

FILM, 1996 js -y, 

TX RATING: 11.0 V •• 

Reese Wrtherspoon in an over-the-top turn 
as the world's sweetest pistol-whipping, 
trash-talking, shoplifting sociopath. An 
update of Little Red Riding Hood by way of 
Jerry Springer, Freeway features crack- 
smoking, incest lite, maternal prostitution, 
and teen illiteracy. All in the first five minutes. 
LEGACY: Luckily, none 

Romeo + Juliet 

FILM, 1996 _ _ ~ 

TX RATING: 6.0 •• •• *• 

Claire Danes makes a movie star bid as 
Juliet in Baz Luhrmann's glam, neon-lit, 
MTV-ready version of Shakespeare's 
tragedy, inspiring violent fits of jealousy in 
millions of teenage girls by kissing Leo. 
Simultaneously educational and misleading 
(the iambic pentameter is faithful; the inclu- 
sion of Prince's "When Doves Cry" is not). 
LEGACY: Ethan Hawke and Gwyneth Pal- 
trow in Great Expectations 

Buffy the Vampire Slayer « • > 

TV SHOW, 1997-PRESENT 
TX RATING: 6.0 

Plucky-yet-sulky Buffy Summers wants to 
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be like normal girls, but she must instead 
devote herself to destroying dark forces. 
Besides, who wants be a cheerleader when 
cheedeaders are spontaneously combust- 
ing? Possibly the best show on TV. 
LEGACY: That drinking game in which 
everyone drinks when Buffy's bra strap is 
showing; Faith, the party-girl slayer 

Damson's Creek « .i 

TV SHOW, 1998-PRESEMT 
TX RATING: 8.0 

TV's most existential teens go head-to- 
head with 90210 in the coveted Wednes- 
day prime-time slot. Fancy words, all-real 
racks, and heavy-petting parents aside, 
how do they compare? Pacey, who lost 



his virginity on his teacher's desk, does 
the least amount of soul-searching 
(Dylan + Steve). Jennifer, supposed for- 
mer slut, is the voluptuous transfer stu- 
dent girls don't like (Kelly + Valerie). 
Dawson is driven, dry, and has distracting 
hair (Andrea + Brandon). And Joey? Well, 
she's poor like Brenda. 
LEGACY: Making the WB a playa 

Disturbing Behavior «• ■ ■ ' * 

FILM, 1998 ^ w 

TX RATING: 8.0 V S 

Katie Holmes's smoking bad girl and Jim- 
my Marsden's new kid in town fight for 
their right to be angsty after mad scientist 
Bruce Greenwood lobotomizes an entire 



high school of altrock kids, creating a 
sweater-clad Stepford frat/sorority invul- 
nerable to the standard pitfalls of adoles- 
cence. The plan's undoing: Sexual tension 
conquers all. 

LEGACY: "Badl Wrongl Badl Wrong!" 

WW Things 

FILM, 1998 w a ^ 

TX RATING: 9.7 Sfl 
Neve trades chambray shirts for trashy ho 
makeup, smoking dope in the hot, sweaty 
swamp. While Neve is wooden, her shame- 
less, enhanced-tit-proud nemesis/lover 
Denise Richards creates wood. 
LEGACY: Matt Dillon's very serious read- 
ing of the menage-a-trois scene 



The Faculty $)<to4$ 

FILM, 1998 w 

TX RATING: 8.5 BI - 

Some old tricks (school's a drag, gym 

teachers are nuts, Southern chicks are 

proper), some new tricks (the QB wants to 

study, the cheerleaders can spell, a meth 

lab in the basement). Old man 

Williamson's still got it. 

LEGACY: Teachers are aliens, but the 

drugs will set you free. M 

Compiled by G. Beato, 

Maureen Callahan, Victoria DeSilverio, 

Gaylord Fields, Kim France, 

Marcelle Karp, Darby Romeo, 

and Marc Spitz 
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FOR ATTRACTIVE YOUNG ACTORS IN '99, ALL ROADS LEAD TO PROM HIJINKS 




Varsity Blues 

FILM, JANUARY 
TX RATING: 7 

James Van Der Beek is an anarchic star 
quarterback who's got issues with the high 
school caste system. 




Go 

FILM, MARCH 
TX RATING: 8.3 

An Ecstasy deal gone bad, a smarmy drug 
dealer who likes 'em young, a smarmier 
cop who likes 'em male, flying bullets at a 
strip club, a Tantric-sex practitioner on the 
run in Vegas— and little Katie Holmes 
caught in the maelstrom. 




Killing Mrs. Tingle 

FILM, SPRING '99 
TX RATING: 9.6 

Nine to Five meets Suicide Kings in Kevin 
Williamson's tale of homicidal high school- 
ers led by.. .Katie Holmes. Williamson's 
directorial debut. 




lawbreaker 

FILM, FEBRUARY 
TX RATING: 9.2 

Rose McGowan is the lead Heather who 
tries to keep her peeps together after they 
accidentally kill one of their own. Though 
the final scene (with the Donnas) is through 
the roof, it's not nearly as clever as its pre- 
decessor. Lurid cameo by Marilyn Manson. 




Cruel Intentions 

FILM, MARCH 
TX RATING: 9.8 

Sarah Michelle Gellar, Reese Wrther- 
spoon, and Ryan Phillipe screw around in i 
Dangerous Liaisons for the kids. Witness 
Ryan's ass dimples. Hear Sarah Michelle 
say, "I wanna fuck." 




Zoe, Duncan, Jack & Jane 

TV SHOW, SPRING '99 
TX RATING: 7.8 

The WB goes to the well of teen girl angst 
again— but unlike Felicity, Zoe is a native 
New Yorker, lives with her single mom, takes 
mass transit, and has a sense of humor. It's 
My So-Called Life meets Seinfeld. 




She's All That 

FILM, FEBRUARY 
TX RATING: 6.9 

Dumped by his girlfriend in favor of a Real 
World cast member (a groundbreaking per- 
formance by Scream's Matt Lillard), Freddie 
Prinze Jr. bets his rock'n'jock pals that he 
can transform a geek art-freak into the prom 
queen. With UP Kim and Usher. 




Dairy Queens 

FILM, MARCH 
TX RATING: 6.3 

A dark, dark, dark mockumentary about a 
midwest town's fanatical obsession with 
teen beauty, starring Denise Richards and 
Kirsten Dunst. Minnesotan accents, dirty 
tricks, and mad violence. Sure to be 
banned in Singapore. 




Ten Things I Hate About You 

FILM, SPRING '99 
TX RATING: 6.4 

Two seniors wager on the chances of win- 
ning the heart of the bitchiest girl in school, 
so one can get to her meeker sister in this 
contemporary version of Shakespeare's 
Taming of the Shrew. 




East Great Falls High 

FILM, MARCH 
TX RATING: 11 

The sole goal of a gaggle of friends is for 
each and all to lose it by prom night. With 
Alyson Hannigan (Wllow from Butfy) and 
the excellent Natasha Lyonne {Slums of Bev- 
erly Hills). Hannigan's character once stuck 
a flute in her privates. Much-anticipated. 




Idle Hands 

FILM, APRIL 

TX RATING: 9.3 

An aspiring slacker (Devon Sawa) does 
battle with his demonically possessed 
hand, a couple of teenage zombies, and a 
Druid priestess. 




Carrie II 

FILM, SUMMER '99 
TX RATING: 9.0 

More an update of the original than a 
sequel, brought to you by the director of 
Poison Ivy and the guy who wrote the teen- 
cyberspace gem Hackers. 
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The a 1 1- new 1999 Mazda Protege 



www.maidausa.com 



European good looks. Athletic. Stable. Strong, silent type. Sounds like a good personols ad. 
Difference is. it's true. The oil-new Mazdo Protege has chonged. Dramotically. 
And it has one of the best basic warranties in its closs-3 years/50.000 miles, 
"bumper-to-bumper!" Start o relationship that promises pleasant surprises- like getting air 
ondCD for just $13,995." Visit our web site and let's connect. Or call 1-800-639-1000. 



' 1998 Mozdo North American Operotions. 'See dealer for limited-warronty details. 
''99 Mozdo Protege DX with oir ond CD. MSRP '13.995 includes freight. Excludes CA/NY/MA/CT 
emissions. ton. title and license fee. See dealer for his/her price. 



PLAYING INDIE GUITAR EPICS FOR A LIVING IS SO NOT TRENDY IT'S 
PRACTICALLY EXTINCT. WHICH IS EXACTLY 
WHAT BUILT TO SPILL HAVE 
BEEN SHOOTING FOR ALL ALONG. BY ERIC MfEISBARD 



photograph by MSON SCHMIDT 





LIKE A SECRET 
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you, the more stereotypical Sex Pistols rebellion. "It wasn't about smashing shit up," he 
says. "It was about doing cool things, people who were open-minded. That was my 
romantic image of it. Of course I found out otherwise about lots of people involved. But 
there is something there that I still hold sacred. Even if it's an illusion." 

Punk's ideal of self-reliance goes beyond music for Martsch, who says he bonded 
with K's Calvin Johnson over the radical theorist Noam Chomsky, and of late has 
been reading populist historian Howard Finn. Besides living simply, Martsch is aggres- 
sively localist in his affinities: always taking Northwest indie bands such as Modest 
Mouse and Satisfact on tour with him; even ending one series of concerts with a jam 
on "Lie for a Lie" that featured the opening group taking over the instruments Built to 
Spill had been playing, a passing of the torch. "Doug's a good influence," says Satis- 
fact's Matt Steinke. "A friend of mine says talking to him is like talking to an angel." 
Appearing as guest DJ on the college radio station in Princeton, Martsch searches 
the bin for fellow regionalists such as the Feelings and Elevator to Hell, rejecting Elliott 
Smith, whom he admires, because ^everybody knows about him." 

But will more than the zealous handful who love his mind games and guitar splashes 
ever know about Doug Martsch? Keep It Like a Secret is more accessible than Perfect, 
with shorter songs and an anthem of sorts, "You Were Right," which regurgitates 
Classic Rock cliches ad nauseam: "You were right when you said a hard rain's gonna 
fall"; "You were right when you said we're running against the wind." His A&R man at 



oug Martsch, the leader of Built to Spill, has this winter coat with a hood 
| and lots of pockets. It was yellow originally, maybe, or light brown, or tan— 
' hard to tell through the stains. The guitarist/singer/songwriter has had it, he 
says, "eight years or something. I've wanted to get a new one for a few 
years, but I just never shop. Go to thrift stores sometimes, but I never want to look at 
clothes. My mom sent me a pair of pants recently." Between his coat and his custom- 
ary beard, Martsch had been mistaken for a panhandling homeless guy the morning of 
our interview in tony Princeton, New Jersey. "They almost didn't let me back into our 
hotel. This guy was like, 'What do you want?' 'Uh, I need to get in.' 'What room are 
you in?' 'Uh, 222.' He was like, 'Oh, okay, sorry.' So if I ever am a street person, I'll 
just go '222.' Works every time." tt should be pointed out that the hotel in question is 
the Best Western off Route I 

It should also be pointed out that, given the size of the contract Martsch signed 
with Warner Bros, in 1995, after a record-label bidding war for his services, he doesn't 
exactly have to live this way. He chooses to, just as he's chosen to have himself and the 
other two members of Built to Spill— drummer Scott Plouf and bassist Brett Nelson- 
do without a roadie and squeeze three into a room (including foldout cot), on a tour that 
must be earning the band four-figure guarantees each night 

You wouldn't expect this attitude from, say, Radiohead, arguably the only other late- 
'90s band to have released a guitar album as majestic as Built to Spill's last one, the Warn- 
ers debut Perfect From Now On. But then, you also wouldn't hear Thorn 
Yorke say, as Martsch does, that he lives so frugally because "we know 
it's not going to last. We know we're not going to make it big." When 
Martsch received his signing money, he moved out of the Boise, Idaho, 
trailer home he was occupying with his girlfriend, Karena Youtz, and their 
son, Ben (now almost five), into a real house with a home studio in back. 
With the money left over from what Warners gave him to record Built to 
Spill's new album, Keep It Like a Secret, he'll pay off the house and still 
have enough to send Ben to an alternative private school. His rock'n'roll 
dream, such as it is, has already come true. 

Even by the standards of the indie rock scene he emerged from, 
Martsch's park-ranger looks and utter lack of attitude make him a 
strange duck; for a guy on a major label, he's otherworldly. Self-effacing 
to an extent that slights his very real talents, bright-eyed, open but 
wary, Martsch finds standard biz schmooze overwhelming, and the idea 
of selling his talents unbearable. 

For instance, there's this pop music tradition: Concerts should 
include songs from your latest album. Shows you like the thing. Not 
Martsch, who gave Warners Perfect From Now On, a gorgeously tex- 

'WHEN I THINK -4BOUT MY AUDIENCE, I THINK /BOUT MY FRIENDS," SAYS /VWRTSCH. 
AND IF ThWT'S NOT ENOUGH? "OH, H/ELL" 




tured piece of orchestral punk whose tracks average seven minutes (forget radio 
crossover), then bad-mouthed the CD in interviews and played exactly a song and a 
half from it when he toured in the summer of 1997. On this current road jaunt (he only 
goes out sporadically, so as not to miss time with his son), Martsch is performing a 
grand total of three songs from Secret; he's still only attempting a couple from Perfect. 

True Built to Spill fans aren't complaining. The concerts remain as musically satis- 
fying as those of any rock band out there, proof of a major talent that needn't be 
summed up by a single release. Martsch draws from a catalog that's voluminous for a 
guy still a year shy of 30: three albums with Treepeople, his caterwauling first band 
formed during the brief period he lived in Seattle (he left as grunge was hitting big, 
returning to Boise to be with Karena); three more with the Halo Benders, a pairing 
with Beat Happening frontman and K Records guru Calvin Johnson; and six with Built 
to Spill, including a rarities compilation and a Caustic Resin collaboration. 

In any guise, Martsch's music willfully mixes up the simple and complex: His epics 
feel like throwaways and his throwaways feel epic as he moves affably among stoner- 
rock largesse, slightly skanking punk rock insistence, surreally naive pop tunes, and 
songs that run through more chords and subsections than most indie bands manage 
in a lifetime. And though Built to Spill play the exact same set each night, Martsch radi- 
cally reworks the songs from the records; at a Hoboken, New Jersey, show, two boot- 
leggers pleasantly argued over who would get to tape the set off the sound board. 

Bassist Nelson, a fellow Idahoan, has known Martsch since junior high, when they 
used to argue metal versus New Wave (Martsch was the Scorpions fan). "Doug's got 
the same haircut as when I met him," Nelson marvels. "The only difference is his beard. 
He never was exactly fashionable for music." By high school, the two discovered 
punk and were forever changed. Martsch's nuclear family, oddly, all converted to 
Catholicism; the creed Martsch took for his own was purebred Amerindie, not, he'll tell 



Warner Bros., Joe McEwen, remains optimistic. "I think he has the ability to write great 
pop songs— he's so close," says McEwen. But whether Martsch wants to get any closer 
is another question. "When I think about our audience," he says with his usual cheery 
reserve, "I think about my friends, you know?" And if that's not enough? Another big 
smile. "Oh, we-ell." Does the current unpopularity of guitar rock discourage him? "In a 
way that depresses me, but in a way it's what we've been shooting for all along." 

Warner Bros, is contractually required to release one more Built to Spill album, and if 
sales don't climb beyond the last album's 43,000, that'll likely be it. But major label or 
no, Martsch won't stop handcrafting his sound, or showing a determination he refuses 
to trumpet At Princeton, Built to Spill headline Bucks for Fucks, a university eating club 
party at which attendees dress as prostitutes or pimps. Nelson says at dinner beforehand 
that he feels like one of the poor kids in a John Hughes film. But the group rocks just as 
aggressively as they had the night before at the Hoboken indie rock sanctuary Maxwell's; 
when Nelson breaks a bass string 19 songs in, after 2 a.m., in front of a visibly thinning 
crowd (it's midterm week), Martsch and Plouf jam till he fixes it then plow through their 
final two numbers. A week later, at an industry event for the CMJ music showcase, they 
were no better, no worse. These guys are committed, in a noncommittal sort of way. 

Following the showcase, Built to Spill play unannounced at a K Records event 
(they'll do the same for indie Up the next day), throwing in a cover of Steve Miller's 
"Take the Money and Run": Get it? Occasional Halo Bender Heather Dunn bangs tam- 
bourine and supplies Dada backing vocals, Calvin Johnson does his belly flop, and 
on the triumphantly swirling "Virginia Reel Round the Fountain" a crowd of K folk 
swarm onto the stage. Magically, Doug Martsch has managed to have it both ways, 
banking Warner Bros, bucks while remaining contentedly indie. Surrounded by his 
people, Martsch looks as happy as I've seen him, welcomed back into the tribe without 
so much as a joke about the prodigal son. 
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MOST LIKELY TO GET MISTY-EYED OVER A HEAVEN 17 REUNION: LES RYTHMES DIGITALES 

The video for Les Rythmes Digttales' "(Hey Xou) IVhat's That Sound" is a blast from the recent past— a cheesy pastiche of Spandex, feathered hair, 
and dancing-in-the-streets eerily reminiscent of Lionel Richie's 'AW Night Long (,411 Night)" clip. Sporting a staficky New Wave hairdo and the sort of 
red leather jacket that reduced Eddie /Murphy to fitters in Beverly Hills Cop, sole-Digitales Jacques Lu Cont wanders through an urbanscape trans- 
forming '90s poseurs into break-dancing '80s icons with a wave of his magic Casio. "People treat the '80s as a |oke, and that offends me. I'm 
being sort of totally serious about the music I do," says the 21-year-old faux-Frenchman, who was born Stuart Price in Pans to British parents, and 
moved to England when he was a baby. His danceable and undeniably poppy music— a blend of synth sounds seemingly lifted off Human League 
records and set to au courant beats— led to a deal with the U.K. label vVaW of Sound, which released his 1997 debut, Liberation. Several American 
maiors are bidding on his completed second album, which he wants to release by spring. He's also been hit up lor plenty of remix work, including, 
oddly enough. Pavement's "Passat Dream." "H's really funny," he says. "vVhen I was about 14, 1 used to play in a hardcore band, and we supported 
Pavement once when they came to England. I don't think they Ve got a clue that was me." jiff salamon 




MOST LIKELY TO HATE "PRETTY FLY (FOR A WHITE GUY)": EMINEM 

When Dr. Dre fell out with Ice Cube and N.W.A he restarted his career with a laconic 
gang kid named Snoop Doggy Dogg; two multiplatinum albums later, Dre was estranged 
from Snoop and the label he colounded. Death Row. Dre's subsequent 1996 imprint, After- 
math Entertainment, has produced bupkes in the way of fresh talent. So who is Dre's last- 
chance ticket back inside hip-hop's HP cipher? Believe it or not, a pissy 24-year-old white 
welfare kid from inner-city Detroit named Atorshall /Mathers, a.k.a. Eminem. And despite the 
gimmicky possibilities, /Vlathers's skills are, in fact, "realer than Real Deal Holyfield," as 
Snoop once put it. Imaginatively unhinged, and bearing a thesaurus full of insults, Eminem 
comes off like a white-trash Don Rickles who grew up worshiping L.L. Cool J. On his single, 
"Just Don't Gwe a *"k," from his as-yet-untrrled debut, he concisely dispenses with the white 
/VIC lineage: "I'm nicer than Pete / But I'm on a Serch to crush a /Vlilk-bone / I'm Everlast- 
ing / 111 melt Ubmllo Ice like silicone." Of Dre's faith, he says bluntly, "I appreciate that he's 
basically putting his credibility on the line for me. Because if I come out wack, it could destroy 
his career." CMMi ukih 
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THE BET4 BAND: FR0A1 LEFT, STEVE MASON. ROBIN JONES, JOHN MACliAN, RICHARD GREENTREE photograph by ANDREW GUEST 




MOST LIKELY TO PREFER GROUNDSKEEPER WILLIE TO BART: THE BETA BAND 

For their photo shoots, the Beta Band like to dress up as lex-Mex desperadoes or biblical kings. Their i/ideos are homemade affairs featuring despotic parrots, Roman orgies, and 
men mountain-climbing in scuba-dicing gear. Onstage, a screen of potted-plant foliage provides cover as Beta members swap instruments and consort with guest bongo players 
and trumpeters. <4nd to cap off their mysterioso schtick, these former London art students generally shun interviews. To sit and talk about it lust dehumanizes the whole thing," vocal- 
ist/guitanst Steve /Mason has said. "It takes away the spontaneity." Being both supro-fashion and artily enigmatic, this Scottish quartet is the young band that counts now in fevenshly 
faddish Britain. Verve guitarist Nick /HcCabe produced their rare first EP, 1997's Champion Versions (current street value: $50). The Beastie Boys booked them as DJs for a London 
post-show party. The American label Atralwerks recently reissued their first album, the singles compilation The Three EP.'s. Nearly 80 minutes of psychedelic rock, monk-ish chanting, 
and acoustic simplicity, it works up a groove that might be called cosmic. Says swamp-rock legend Dr. John, who featured several Betas on his Anutha Zone comeback album, 
"those Beta kids reminded me of what they called hambone in New Orleans, playing on the spoons and bones." craio Mclean 



MOST LIKELY TO HAVE THEIR OWN SET OF ACTION FIGURES: TEENAGE RAMPAGE 

Teenage Rampage are on a mission from God— God being Simon Fuller, the British Svengali who masterminded the Spice Girls' global assault. 
"We're making a stand," says bassist Fiona Gamer, 14. "Girls need more instruments!" According to their song "Scream and Shout," Teenage 
Rampage are also "rockin' the nation, ain't no doubt, it's a new generation." Pepsi's marketing department will surely take note. Encouraged by 
their music teacher, these five high-school friends from England's industnal /Midlands region— the lineup includes Garner's big sister Leanne (16, 
vocals). /Vlim /Vlohammad (15, guitar), Kate Turley (14, guitar), and Charlotte Fendek (14, drums)— started out as a "rock-type grungy thing" 
called She-Devil. Now, one management make-over later, they are bubblegum pop-punks, complete with skate pants, not-grrrl lyncs, and a 
self-titled debut album, set to hit malls around the world this spnng. "We want to get away from the giris-who-only-group-sing bands," says 
Leanne, "but we get called the Spice Girls' names already. I've got red hair, so I'm Ginger Spice. Charlotte is Baby Spice, and Fiona is Scrag 
Spice." "Hey," Fiona says petulantly, "1 don't smell!" By the way, Teenage Rampage have never heard the Donnas, ciuig McIXAN 

TEENAGE RAMPAGE: CLOCKWISE FROM LEFT, CHARLOTTE FENDEK, LEANNE GARNER, KATE TURLEY, FIONA GARNER, M\M MOHAMMAD photograph by SIMON FOWLER 
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MOST LIKELY TO BE FEATURED IN A BEHIND THE MUSIC SPECIAL: NINA GORDON 

Last year was Nina Gordon's personal annus hombtlis. Not only did she break up with her long-term boyfnend, she also ended a six-year creative partnership with onetime 
best fnend Louise Post, her co-frontwoman in keruca Sah. Needless to say, the experience pronded much gnst for the songwriting mill. "I was shai-ing down my roster of 
friends for a while, so my songs literally became my fnends," Gordon says by phone from /Waui, where she is two weeks into recording her debut solo album with /Wetallica 
producer Bob Rock, who also honchoed keruca's final effort, Eight Arms to Hold You. kVith a mot of pop smarts and crunching 70s metal nffs, l/eruco Salt's update ol cock 
rock detailed the inner liKes of what appeared to be two eery complicated women. So it wasn't that surprising the band imploded in late '91, amid rumors that suggested an 
episode of Alt-Rock Melrose Phce. "We're not Fleetwood /Viae," Gordon says. We just stopped getting along." Doesn't she want to set the record straight? "Nah. Vbu hove 
to sace the gory details for the mi Behind the Music special." As the album is still embryonic, Gordon isn't quite sure what path her sound will ultimately take. "I'm making a 
record with only myself to please," she says. There won't be any concessions or creative compromises. >4nd that is really gratifying." traciy pipfir 



MUA GORDON photograph by MICHAEL LEWIS 




MOST LIKELY TO HAVE A CELEBRITY DEATH-MATCH MOTH UL' KIM: UL' MO 

If you slept on Lit' /Mo's quirk/ "Fire /Minutes' from /Missy Elliott's Why Do Fools Fait in Love soundtrack, you missed one ol 1998's most badass singles, featuring /Mo counting 
down the time it takes her to scare off some chick who's messing with her man. But AAo isn't busting heads just because of some no-good two-timer. As Aetha tvould say, it's a 
matter of respect. Next up for /Mo is her heavily autobiographical debut (scheduled for /March), which should woke the masses to her Lauryn Hill-like talent for writing her own 
music and for flowing seamlessly from boastful raps ("eren Hootie wanna blow like me") to the sweet soul singing she refined doing backup for Queen Latifah and kVhitney 
Houston. A grounded alternative to hip-hop's reigning queens. Alo isn't overly street-hard, sexed-up. or holier-than-thou. She's also lefel-headed about expectations for her 
debut in light of Hill's recent chart-topping success. kVell, sort of. "Since not as many people know me." Alo says, "maybe I'll debut at No. 2." aura mm 
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MOST LIKELY TO CALL SOMEONE A "CHEEKY MONKEY": ROBBIE WILLIAMS 

Ves, he's an ex-member of the proto-boy band Take That, and the abundance of U.K. tabloid coders featuring him falling-down drunk seemed to ensure kVilliams a glow- 
ing future as a national punch line. Then the rehabbed singer released Vlngels," a ballad so heartfelt it reduced hardened soccer hooligans to floods of tears. Campy 
and endlessly self-deprecating, this cross between Liam Gallagher, Elton John, and George /Michael ascended swiftly to the role of Britain's farorite entertainer. He's also 
engaged to an /111 Saint and is reportedly being pursued lor the role of the newly p.c. 007 once Pierce Brosnan surrenders the Beretta. "I might do it," he says, "but I think 
the days of James Bond being ultracool are over. 'Get your knickers on and get me a cup of tea'— that's the Bond / liked." His second album, April's The Ego Has banded, is 
a precarious mix of karaoke Oasis, bombastic rock-musical production numbers, and hand-on-heart confessions— and his first attempt at a U.S. inrasion. How will he fare 
in a country in which he has no history as either hero or has-been? "I have no idea," he says, "what America's going to make of me." Jonathan HRNfTlIN 
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THE PROMISE RING: FROM LEFT, OAVIY troriBOHLEN, 
BAH DIDIER, MSON GNEWIKOW, SCOTT SCHOENBECK 
photograph by CHRISSY PIPER 

MOST LIKELY TO BE DUBBED 

"EMO" (AND LIKE IT): THE PROMISE RING 

For a band whose lead singer cites Husker Du and Simon and 
Garfunkel as musical heroes, /Milwaukee's Promise Ring sound like 
you'd expect; slashing, sputtering, but surpnsingly melodic guitar 
riffs pushing achy \ove rants skyward. "People qwe us tons of crap 
about the sappy stuff, but I'm not afraid," declares ex-gym teacher 
Oavey ronBohlen. "If you don't go overboard, you're mediocre." 
Last year's Nothing Feels Good found the quartet less lovelorn and 
more sugar-rushed, though on the new "Boys + Girls" maxi-single, 
ronBohlen is again pining for unidentified lowers who "take me 
apart." He may be sensitive, but he's no whiner. He shrugs off a 
brutal 1998 van wreck that put the entire band in the hospital as 
"not really a big deal." He's just happy to be back at work record- 
ing an as-yet-unscheduled album, fielding major-label offers, and 
tilling rock's mythology ol eternal youth. "Look at Davy Jones of the 
/Vlonkees," he says, in reference to their shared kiddie moniker. 
"With either sports or music, I could still keep a childish nickname. 
I don't have the knees for sports anymore, so I hope this music thing 
pans out, or else 111 be a Dand pretty soon." Mil 
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MOST LIKELY TO BE DIAGNOSED 

MATH .ATTENTION 

DEFICIT DISORDER: CITIZEN KING 

On Citizen King's major-label debut. Mobile Estates, 
they breathe in the new pollution Beck breathed out 
three years ogo on Odehy. /et don't tell Citizen King 
that, because the Wisconsin quintet has been play- 
ing the same kind of funky "attention deficit" collage 
since 1993. "That album definitely hod a big impact 
on us," says lead rocalist/bassist /Matt Sims, "but 
when Odehy first dropped, a lot of people were like, 
Wow, somebody's biting your style, dude!" But 
while Beck genre-hops far and wide. Citizen King's 
music hews closer to sing-songy, radio-fnendly mod- 
em rock. Sims and keyboardist Dare Cooley copro- 
duced the album (due in Alarch) with Eric iVbientine, 
wno gave both Third Eye Blind and Smash /Mouth 
their pop sheen. Citizen King are also recording 
remixes with Cibo /Matto and Beastie Boys pro- 
ducer /Mario Cddato, and they just finished a track 
for a tribute to '60s acid casualty Skip Spence. 'It's 
super out-there," says Sims, "and that's the kind of 
music we loKe." AMDr mnslu 
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Seven minutes. That's all it takes to make a gourmet pasta dinner with DiGiorno 
pastas and sauces. Unbelievably fresh-tasting. Unbelievably easy to prepare. All in 
the privacy of your own home. Look for them in your grocer's refrigerated section. 
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Juliano is definitely on something. He's bouncing around the room in skater 
shorts and a cropped T-shirt— talking fast, gesturing broadly, suffused with 
a seratonin glow rarely seen outside illegal warehouse parties. 
"Dude, you gotta sleep outside," he says, over blasting Crystal Method 
beats. "I always sleep outside on a picnic table. My bedroom ceiling's higher 
than a millionaire's." As he talks, his eyes often grow wide with wonder and 
amazement, usually at himself. "I swear, I'm an instrument" he says. "I'm like the 
messiah to bring in the new world." 

One would prescribe the chill-out room and plenty of water for young Juliano, 
except we're in a kitchen, not at a rave, and Juliano doesn't drink water. Hasn't 
since he turned 21, four years ago. "There's no reason for it," he says of the sub- 
stance many find handy for things like filling squirt guns and remaining alive. The 
uni-named Juliano prefers to get his fluids— and much, much more— from fruit. 

"An orange," he declares. "Perfectly made. You can eat the package, the label is 
built-in, it's perfect in every way, shape, and form. The orange was invented even 
before the color orange, you know? That's how good and important oranges are to 
our existence. Before we needed to invent a color we needed to invent a food. So 
we named a color after the fruit." He looks at me, laughing. "That's kinda cool." 

SOME PEOPLE ARE INTO GOD, SOME ARE INTO DRUM'N'BASS, OTHERS 
are into heroin, firearms, or white supremacy. But an increasingly avid number 
are into— really into— what they eat. Or, more precisely, what they don't eat In an 
era when just about every substance has been ingested, experienced, and docu- 
mented in a best-selling memoir, saying "no"— to chemicals, toxins, beef, and 
other American staples— is a radical act. Now, 150 years after a British society 
coined the term "vegetarian" (from the Latin "vegetus," meaning whole, fresh, and 
lively), the world of dietary extremists has grown to encompass as many subsets 
as electronic dance music. The movements include one group that considers 
cooked food poison; another that considers eating whole plants akin to murder; 
another that eats only sprouted food; another that eats only liquid food; another 
that eats freshly killed animals; and still another, predictably smaller group that 
claims to eat only air. 

While the sects differ in specifics, the essential gospel is as follows: By con- 
suming only raw fodder— untainted by modern chemicals and full of the nutrients 
that would be burned out by cooking -followers can attain a level of health 
unknown to modern man. "When you take up the raw food diet, you become a 
new and different and better person," promises the book Blatant Raw Foodist 
Propaganda! "You don't just stay the same old person, only a little healthier.... 
The raw food diet doesn't so much 'improve you' as 'replace you' with somebody 
better!" Not only is this culinary abstinence said to yield an eradication of all ill- 
ness from depression to cancer, it's also supposed to render a change in one's 
essential being, to clarify thinking, and— does this sound familiar?— to open the 
doors of perception. 

Echoes of the late-'60s LSD gurus abound, but they're mediated by a dis- 
tinctly late-'90s, post-tech consciousness: better living through heirloom toma- 
toes. The thinking actually has some currency in mainstream medicine. "Raw- 
foodists are in touch with the fact our agricultural economy does reduce the 
nutritious value of our food," says Dr. Mehmet Oz, heart surgeon, Irving Assistant 
Professor at Columbia University, and author of the holistic-minded book, Heal- 
ing From the Heart. "The good part of what they're doing is raising awareness of 
how important diet is to illness prevention." 

Like LSD's champions, the raw-foodists have a sacrament, but rather than a 
space-age synthetic, theirs is pure, undiluted Nature. Rather than Huxley- and 
Castaneda-quoting psychonauts, they are Kulvinskas- and Wigmore-quoting 
food voyagers: gastronauts. 

The participants are mostly outsiders— post-hippies, ex-skinheads, cancer 

In the raw: Vegan star Juliano frolics with his fellow organisms. 




recoverers, Woody Harrelson— and the energy is classic subcult. Citing scientific 
research or karmic law, believers pursue their regimes with Talmudic diligence, the 
ideological menu ranging from neo-hippie utopianism to quasi-fascistic purism. 
And there are a lot of them: Author and publisher Steve Arlin estimates sales of the 
raw-promoting Nature 's First Law at 300,000. "Among the youth," notes Dr. Oz, "a 
concentration on nutrition is becoming the next wave of awareness. It's true in 
Ayurvedic traditions, in Chinese tradriions-what you eat is a very important part of 
how you think. This is the West's attempt to catch up." 

One such community of believers is thriving, fittingly, in the onetime home to 
acid rock and Day-Glo schoolbuses: San Francisco. Here in the trendy Inner Sun- 
set District, the restaurant Raw Experience is a youthful nerve center of the raw- 
food movement. The airy bofte was opened in 1995 under the name Raw by the 
autodidactic chef Juliano, then 21. It soon drew the patronage of celebrities such 
as Harrelson, Demi Moore, and Robin Williams, and is now to California rawness 
what CBGB was to American punk rock. A quote from Einstein is plastered on its 
front window: "Nothing will benefit health and increase the chances for survival of 
life on earth as the evolution to a vegetarian diet." Inside, that evolution is being 
bumped up a notch. 

The white-walled space has exotic Middle Eastern curves in the ceiling and 
framed color photographs of slender, tanned nude men and women lying by 
streams or hugging rocks. T-shirts are for sale that say rawgirl and rawsome. The 
menu offers nut-based "mylkshakes"— spelled in a culinary echo of the postfeminist 
"womyn." Fliers about world-music concerts and veggie retreats cover a board near 
the doorway. Soft shakuhachi flutes play on the CD player, giving way to Portishead. 
Behind long wooden counters, young people in cargo pants, tie-dyes, and Teva 
sandals bustle about not cooking. 

The closest Raw Experience gets to an oven are its Excalibur food dehydrators, 
which only go up to 105 degrees, above which enzymes begin to break down and 
the food is no longer "live." The restaurant works ingenious variations on estab- 
lished cooked dishes: Pizza, pasta, sushi, burritos, and even meat loaf find their 
tasty if oddly colored equivalents made from chick peas, beans, squash, jicama. A 
row of glass-fronted refrigerators display the store's essence: green apples, yellow 
peppers, red cabbages, limes-a vivid advertisement of what Raw Experience's pro- 
prietor, Jeremy Safron, calls raw food's "life force." 

"You can see the power of a fruit whose auric field is intact," he says. "My friend 
Freedom likes to talk about how the first bite is the only one that matters. It's got its 
life force, you've got yours, you bite it, you've broken its field and absorbed its 
essence. You can get rid of the fruit after that." 

Right now, Safron's own auric field appears blissfully intact. Serenely smiling, with a 
soul patch, braided ponytail, and roomy Chinese-style hempwear, the 27-year-old is 
presiding over food preparation and fielding phone calls. "Aloha!" he calls into the 
cordless. "Oh, hey, Sequoia. Hold on, my phone is being crazed." Despite his blissed- 
out, neo-Deadhead affect— "n-i-i-i-i-i-ce" is a frequent commendation— Safron has an 
imposing knowledge of hard and not-so-hard science, with facts and figures at his fin- 
gertips about everything from world religions to lymphatic functioning to Uri Geller. He 
took over the restaurant from Juliano in 1997 and is in frequent contact with him, a 
Timothy Leary to Juliano's Ken Kesey. Like Juliano, Safron is a raw educator and pros- 
elytizer, leading retreats, publishing books, galvanizing the local scene with his energy 
and command of nutritional research. Among the new generation of gastronauts, he is 



a leading light, absolutely "100 percent raw," in the parlance of the community. 

Raised in Manhattan by a vegetarian mom, Safron was an avid science student— 
into physics and aeronautics— and by his early teen years, a serious disciple of kung 
f u. After high school, a friend in Vermont introduced another arcane world of discipline 
and lineage. "He was fasting and I was like, 'What's the deal with fasting?' And he 
was like, 'Dude,' and he handed me Survival Into the 21st Century." The book, by 
Viktoras Kulvinskas, is the Das KapHal of the modern raw-food movement, outlining 
the forces in science and history that lead inescapably to the uncooked diet. "I read 
the whole book that night I stuck around with him and fasted and learned all about live 
foods. I became very raw, about 95 percent I really loved the lifestyle." • 

While on the kung fu teaching circuit— many of whose participants were already 
vegan-Safron began preparing raw/food for his charges and educating the open- 
minded. In addition to a spongelike capacity for absorbing facts and recipes, he 
displayed excellent networking skills, parlaying his growing mastery of raw cuisine 
into catering gigs and finally live-food restaurants in San Francisco and Maui. As a 
sort of accreditation in the raw lineage, he even studied with the octogenarian raw- 
food prophet Dr. Ann Wigmore shortly before she died in— surely some cosmic 
joke— a fire. He became an author, educator, and guru of raw food, highlighted on 
the rawfood.com Web site as one of the "Premier Raw-Foodists of the World." 

Leading me to the restaurant's back, Safron points to a suspiciously luscious 
yard of spongy grass: wheatgrass. "We refilled the soil for three days, added some 
algae and sea kelp, then sprouted seeds in buckets, and grew crops of it," he says. 
"We've been cutting it and eating it and just hanging out. It's really fun stuff." 

Entering the raw-food world does seem to require a recalibration of one's amuse- 
ment quotient After extolling the funness of wheatgrass, Safron tells me that wild food 
"is a lot of fun because you're interacting with the tree." He and his girlfriend and busi- 
ness partner, Annie Jubb— whose ex-husband, David Jubb, is a New York-based raw- 
food educator and an alternative medicine healer-are working on a book tentatively 
titled Dining From an Empty Bowl, a guide to 28 different fasts: juice fasts, dry fasts, 
speech fasts. All of which make the book, as Safron puts it "a pretty fun thing." 

Near the restaurant's doorway, Brian Lucas, a 27-year-old taxi driver, and his 
partner, Whitney, are making one of their daily visits to Raw Experience. Their son 
Zivu, 5, is racing around the store, while their curfy-topped daughter Inanna, 2, is rum- 
inating on a pacifier. The two kids are being raised raw. Soon Zivu will be off to 
vegetarian kindergarten. 

"It's really hard to transition kids to rawness," Lucas says. "They just freak out, 
you know? Whatever is the opposite of what we're doing, they'll want." 

Lucas was raised in an actual vegetarian faith, Seventh Day Adventist "But it was 
like schwag, gross, chemically induced vegetarian," he says. "Their vegemeats 
basically have all these chemicals and preservatives. At around 13 or 14 I rebelled 
and became a meat-eater." 

At 18, after a few years of skateboarding and road-tripping, he returned to the 
vegetarian fold. Rawness, though, was a whole new world. "Everybody thought 
I was on speed," he says. "I got thinner and got a lot more energy." 

"We're doing even better now," says Whitney. "We're doing a lot more nuts. I was 
getting kinda spaced-out because I was doing so much fruit. Nuts give me some- 
thing to ground with." 

Right now, the raw community provides a sort of anchor for the family, who are 
going through some turbulent times. Lucas, who smokes medically prescribed man- 
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JULIANO IS THE TOAST OF HOLLYWOOD, SOMEWHERE 
BETWEEN A CHEF AND A GURU. "DUDE/' HE SAYS, "THERE'S 
A HIGHER POWER WORKING THROUGH ME!" 



juana for a stomach ailment, says he was pulled over by unprogressive cops when 
he happened to be carrying his year's supply. He is on probation and will have to 
spend 17 days in jail, staying raw the whole time. Whitney is stripping to help pay 
the bills. Both are optimistic, especially about rawness. 

Zivu comes running up, a tanned, energetic youngster with shaggy blond hair 
shading his bright blue eyes. 

"What do you think about raw, Zivu?" asks Lucas. 

He shakes his head no. 

"What do you like? What's your favorite food?" 

"Bananasl" 

"Well, that's raw. Hey, what's your raw superhero name?" 
"Smoozie! And Colorboyl" 

Zivu looks up at me expectantly. "You wanna be raw? You wanna be raw?" 

■IT IS VERY DIFFICULT TO EXPLAIN SOMETHING OF THIS MAJESTY AND GLORY 
to closed and indoctrinated minds" begins Nature's First Law: The Raw- 
Food Diet; the tract's ecclesiastical tone is not uncommon in the raw-food 
movement. With books on spirituality and diet the two main contenders on the 
best-seller list, it's inevitable that a movement would combine the two strands: a 




Mmmm...fnjtt: Juliano soaks up the life force. 



yearning, inward-looking faith organized solely around comestibles. 

Gastronauts explain that the earliest raw-foodists were animals, and that the first 
reference to the raw-food diet appears in the Dead Sea Scrolls. Vatican archivist 
Edmond Bordeaux Szekeley is credited with translating the Aramaic text into the 
Essene Gospel of Peace, in which Christ counsels raw vegetarianism and gourd- 
administered enemas. Some even credit the hundred-year lifespans of Genesis 
characters to the diet. As it says in Genesis, God gave humans for food "all plants 
that bear seed everywhere on earth, and every tree-bearing fruit that yields seed." 

The gospel of raw was taken up in more scientific form in the late '50s by the 
aforementioned Dr. Wigmore, founder of the Natural Hygienics movement and an 
early promoter of wheatgrass, and later by the likes of Kulvinskas, Gabriel Cousens, 
and the Iranian-born Arshavir T. Hovannessian, whose book-jacket endorsements 
include the statement, "You are the Christ!" 

While today's raw-food activists talk about enzymes more than Jesus, the com- 
munity still has the squabbling sects and even excommunications of a religion. On 
their Web site, Nature 's First Law authors Stephen Arlin and David Wolfe address 
the apostasy of the raw-food prophet T.C. Fry, who strayed from rawness and died: 
"So long as human beings persist in consuming cooked food, there can be neither 
real civilization nor lasting health on Earth." 

Part of this intensity of belief comes from the idea that rad- 
ical diets do seem to have saved lives. Nutritionist Roe Gallo 
says that at age 25 she reversed a potentially fatal asthma 
condition with a juice fast. She claims to have since healed 
others of illnesses ranging from diabetes, to lupus, to cancer. 
Her book The Perfect Body is filled with recovery stories 
from people saved by a diet Gallo— now a sinewy 49— prac- 
tices every day. She is a fruitarian, subsisting on four or five 
pieces of fruit a day, her diet based on simple principles of 
physiology that she says are overlooked by medical doctors 
and actively debunked by the drug, beef, and dairy industries. 

"There's only one disease," she says. "Toxicity. Everything 
else is a symptom of that disease." According to Gallo's 
research and experience, raw organic fruit— both toxin-free 
and nutrient-rich— is the human animal's natural food, what 
our systems are designed to consume. This elegant philoso- 
phy is an undeniable balm after mainstream medicine's con- 
stantly vacillating statements about antioxidants and free radi- 
cals. Even the skeptical must admit Gallo's is at least a 
reasonable-sound/ng argument. Her frurtarianism is primarily 
physical rather than philosophical. Others, though, tend to 
take the grapefruit and run with it 

"Fruit is love," says Safron. "Fruitarians consider fruit the 
birth child of the plant. It's the seed that it puts all its life 
energy into, and it wants it to be as beautiful and tasty as pos- 
sible, so that you can come along and eat it and throw the pit 
somewhere. We are the foster parents of the plants." Safron 
mentions Dr. O.L.M. Abramowski as a fruitarian founder. 
"He's very into papayas." 

Frurtarianism is the most highly evolved form of veganism 
possible, an ethically driven practice so benign and low- 
impact it doesn't even consume an entire plant. Gradations 
of this mentality run throughout raw-foodism, often a seam- 
less blend of science and post-vegan principles. One 
notable wing, however, enjoys a much less cuddly relation- 
ship with its fodder. 

Instinctive-or "instincto'-eaters believe in eating raw ani- 
mals, wherever and whenever they find them. Led by people 
with names like Zephyr and Aajonus Vonderplanitz, they are 
about as viscerally anti-vegan as you can get. Zephyr, as 
Safron puts it, "likes to talk about eating a spider out of its web, 
or catching a mongoose on the highway and biting into it, or 
biting a chicken's head off." Zephyr's community lurks in 
Hawaii, and other instincto groups have sprung up in Califor- 
nia and, tellingly, Germany, where Teutonic myth provides a 
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Faces of raw: left, 
wheatgrass messlah 
Piter Caizer grazes; 
light, David Karas 
prefers raw meat. 



fitting backdrop for outdoorsy activities such as tree-climbing and chipmunk-noshing. 

But this crowd of food radicals has nothing on the breatharians. "I have no real 
need to eat," says Jasmuheen, phoning from her home in Australia. "I can go years 
without eating and there's no problem for my body." Jasmuheen, an author of several 
books about spirituality, is a blond, fortysomething mother of two who is either 
insane, playing a great practical joke, or about to evolve into a higher lifeform. She 
says she subsists on prana, or light. "For yogis, the knowledge of living on prana is 
very common," she says. "There are thousands of people around the world who 
know they don't need food. These people are nourished directly from the god force 
within. They have simply cut out the middleman, which is food." Jasmuheen says she 
has gone two years at a time without the middleman, although she will occasionally 
have a cup of tea at a restaurant just to be social. "It's just so alienating to people 
when you're never eating or drinking," she says. 

While other raw-foodists tend to respectfully distance themselves from her, 
Jasmuheen's rhetoric meshes surprisingly well with that of other gastronauts. Like a 
Pynchonesque Thin Thighs in Thirty Days, her book Living on Light presents a 21 -day 
"conversion process" to food-free living, ft lists the benefits of living on light, inclu- 
ding "increased clairvoyant and clairaudient abilities; amazing lightness of being; limit- 
less energy; sleep requirements halve or disappear." ft sounds wonderful. 

Unfortunately, a former college professor died of malnutrition some years ago in 
an attempt to make such a conversion, under the auspices of the Temple Beautiful, a 
proto-gastronautic sect in Philadelphia that promised harmony of the body and soul 
by dietary means. "Fasting, austere diets, enemas are all consistent with the psycho- 
logical needs of health neurotics," says William Jarvis, Professor of Public Health 
and Preventive Medicine at California's Loma Linda University. "This 'giving up' 
notion, this asceticism-'lf I just give up one more thing'— this is where you get into 
the neurosis of it." Happily, Jasmuheen does caution followers not to just jump into 
breatharianism, but to begin with vegetarianism and meditation. "We just say, 'How 
'bout you hook into this lifestyle?" she says. "Prove to yourself that you don't need 
food. If you wish to eat for pleasure you can, and if you don't, you can do that too." 

"She's either delusional," says Professor Jarvis, lor she's a liar." 




>" EATER DAVID KARAS CONSUMES RAW 
MAMMALS AT LEAST FOUR TIMES A WEEK. HE ALSO 
HASN'T SHAMPOOED HIS HAIR IN 18 MONTHS. 



now at age 50 was completely healthy. It was his encouragement that really got me 
to try it." 

Karas, who had once been a vegan activist, started with raw fish and then had his 
first raw mammal, lamb. Soon he was eating raw mammals at least four times a week 
and, he says, turning yet another corner in health. "First, I put on about 20 pounds 
and virtually all of it was muscle. I also noticed how much easier it was to stand up, 
how my body was more coordinated. I realized this is the way I'm meant to live." 

Because this is LA and not the forest primeval, Karas makes a few compromises. 
Rather than kill the animals, he purchases their organically raised bodies from health- 
food stores such as Wld Oats or Whole Foods. "Some people I know have talked 
about buying a goat and slaughtering it and eating it fresh," he says. "But I think we're 
all pretty much scavengers. I'm not killing, but I'm going to this fresh kill. Instead of 
driving the owner away with rocks or throwing spears at him, I'm showering him 
with these green pieces of paper, tf I give him enough then he lets me take some." 

As the late afternoon sun sets, Karas returns to one of his two raw-food Web 
sites and the Living Lighthouse is quiet for a few hours. Then, that night, the super- 
natural shiny face of rawness arrives. 



LOS ANGELES IS A TOUGH PLACE TO LIVE ON AIR. HERE, YOU REALLY WANT TO 
have a little water and maybe even some food once in a while, just to help hydrate 
and detox. Still, few cities in the world have taken nutrition and diet in such avant- 
garde directions. This is where the breatharian Wley Brooks shepherded a flock of 
believers before he was busted at a 7-Eleven with empty containers of chicken pot 
pie. ("We all feel tricked and deceived," one follower lamented to the Los Angeles 
Times.) This is where Permanent Midnight author Jerry Stahl would follow up his 
mainline dose of heroin with a shot of wheatgrass and a morning run. And this is 
where Juliano has landed; specifically, he has set up shop at "The Living Light- 
house," the hopefully titled, one-story community center in Santa Monica. It houses 
a modest raw-food kitchen-juicers, dehydrators, refrigerators-and hosts raw 
potlucks and vegan seminars. The clapboard-fronted cottage is either the front lines 
of a global-consciousness revolution or a dietary Ruby Ridge. 

Currently, the house is having a minor insurrection. "I'd rather not talk too much 
about David," says the house's so/ disant "managing director," Dennis Knicely, 46. 
"It's just that he kind of got into a whole different.. .venue of raw foods." 

David Karas has fallen under the sway of the "instincto" movement and Knicely, 
consequently, has asked him to move out. "When somebody comes in our house 
and they have carcass breath, we don't feel like they're properly representing our 
program," Knicely says. 

Not yet vacated from the small shack behind the Living Lighthouse, Karas sits 
working at a computer. A friendly 60-year-old with white-blond shoulder-length hair, 
a full beard, a small frame, a bulging stomach, and missing teeth-the remnants of a 
car accident he had in his teens— Karas is wearing shorts and is, as always, bare- 
foot. He hasn't shampooed his hair in 18 months. "I just live as naturally as I can," he 
says. In the '60s, Karas was a computer programming grad student at UCLA, 
involved in developing a precursor to the Internet. Here in his small room— with flies 
buzzing around, bare lightbulbs, and yes, a vague whiff of something gamy— the 
word "Kaczynski" does come to mind. 

Karas had been into rawness ten years when he encountered Aajonus Vonder- 
planitz, a man who preached the gospel of raw meat. "Aajonus said that he hadn't 
exercised in 18 years and he was just solid. He'd had cancer and diabetes and 



JULIANO IS STRIKING IN THE MANNER OF ROCK SINGERS AND INDIE-FILM 
stars. A tall, lithe surfer-dude/club-kid, he has an elfin face and long blond hair 
bunched atop his cranium in a top-knot, lanyards hanging down the back. He wears 
yellow knee-length Boss shorts, his tanned, taut midriff bared by a Real skateboards 
half-tee with flowers in the logo. ("I just like it 'cause it says real and has flowers on 
it," he says. "It's like 'real food.'") He and his sister Valerie, 24, come bursting into the 
Lighthouse at around 11 p.m., bearing bushels of oranges. Joined by Piter Caizer, 40, 
introduced as "the wheatgrass messiah," they set right to juicing. 

"Somebody drink this juice," Valerie calls out. "I can just see the vitamins flowing 
out of it." The two have just gotten back from a weekend in Ojai, California, where 
they were operating in a state of extreme rawness. 

"Everything we ate today was picked directly off a tree," says Valerie. "We had 
mulberries all day. I feel like I could run ten marathons." 

"Look at that dog, Natasha," Juliano says, pointing to a black lab lying in the cor- 
ner. It looks up at me glumly. "That's a raw food dog. I've never seen a dog like that 
in my whole life. The dog is transformed by the energy of the food." 

Juliano first saw the light at the age of 15. "I had grown up in front of a TV in Las 
Vegas and I'd never seen nature. Then my dad moved and he brought me to Palm 
Springs, and I was blown away. Just out the back door-hills, rivers, snowcapped 
mountains. Every day I went into this magical, mystical place called Tahquitz Canyon. 
Just sliding around the waterfalls, playing in the water. That's what made me appreci- 
ate nature. I knew that was the right path to take." 

At 19, he became a vegan. Then, for reasons he still doesn't understand, he 
decided to fast on raw foods. "I just came up with it on my own," he says. "I did it a 
and I never went back." 

This was his conversion to a higher plane. "I felt so great," he says. "Two hours' = 
sleep a night. I thought I had insomnia. I kept thinking, 'Wait, What's up? I went to § 
sleep at midnight and it's 2:30 in the morning.' After a week of sleeping a couple * 
hours a night and feeling great and having tons of energy, jogging, and getting so § 
much more done-because you have an extra six hours a day-l was like, 'You know 5 
what? I'm never having that shit again." 3 

The conversion to raw food brought about more than health changes. In some » 
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"DO YOU HAVE ANY IDEA HOW MUCH I LOVE THIS?" BRYAN ADAMS 
ASKS JULIANO. "HOWD YOU LIKE TO COME ON TOUR?" 



mystical way, it bequeathed upon Juliano a mastery of cuisine that the San Fran- 
cisco Chronicle's famously picky food critic, Michael Bauer, praised, saying, "In a 
city known for its innovative cooking, [Juliano's restaurant] beats them all...." It's this 
talent that is currently turning Juliano into the toast of Hollywood-somewhere 
between a chef and a guru. 

"Okay, here's the corny story," he says. He stops and looks at me. "Dude, I'm an 
instrument and there's a higher power working through mel" He breaks up laugh- 
ing, his expression saying he knows how ridiculous it sounds, but it's true. "I swear 1 
I don't know why I was selected, how come no one invented raw pizzas, raw bur- 
ritos, raw cheeseburgers." 

"It's so weird," Valerie agrees. "When we were vegan we both cooked and I knew 
all his recipes and they were okay. But as soon as he went raw he just exploded with 
these recipes. I don't know what happened. They just came pouring out of him." 

At 22, when his peers were building bongs or perfecting their ollie, Juliano was 
opening a restaurant He had come to San Francisco to be a yogi, but found he was a 
bit too cutting-edge. "They hated me at the yoga place 'cause I was raw," he says. 
"They were were like, 'Ayurvedic is 5,000 years old' and I'd go, 'Well, raw is before, 
you know, fire, man.' So I was like, 'Later," 

He found ravers to be more receptive. His first restaurant operated out of a deli, 
after-hours. While kids were blasting music and tweaking on E, Juliano was going 
mental with chick peas, jicama, and shredded zucchini— confecting a hallucinogenic 
cuisine that fit the scene perfectly. Soon he was catering to outdoor raves, whose 
participants aren't commonly thought to have tremendous appetites. "But raw foods 
are really light, and raves last for days," Juliano insists. "People were loving us. You 
could have like five-star food at a rave. This went way beyond a smoothie." 

In LA, he is a luminary of a scene in which natural highs are in vogue. His friend 
Woody Harrelson has just opened an 'bxygen bar," called 02, where, because oxygen 



is a controlled substance in the state of California, they serve 'bxygen-enriched air"— 
nearly pure O2 in flavors such as "Clarity," "Energy," "Joy," and, er, "Lemon"— along 
with herbal elixirs ("Headwaters" is Harrelson's favorite), fresh-squeezed juice, and 
food prepared by raw chef John Wood. Wood was a roommate of Juliano's in Holly- 
wood, "where I continued his training," says Juliano. "Make sure you put H like that" 

Juliano also caters to universe masters like Michael Milken and Steve Jobs. 
"I get these outcalls all the time," he says. "People pay me a thousand bucks for 
three hours. Those are great." He is currently negotiating with Fox for his own raw 
food TV cooking show, which will doubtless make the hyperkinetic Emeril 
Lagasse's seem quaint He has a book of raw recipes due out from HarperCollins 
this spring. Rawness has provided Juliano with a spiritual shift that in a very '90s 
way, proves perfectly at home in late-century capitalism. But this only makes sense, 
because raw is the solution to everything. 

As the hour grows late, my cooked-food diet obliges me to sleep. Before I pass 
out, Juliano offers a prediction. "This will change the world in a couple of years," he 
says evenly. "Not even a couple of years, maybe sooner." 

THE NEXT MORNING, I WAKE UP ON THE LIVING LIGHTHOUSE FLOOR, GROGGY 
and disoriented. Juliano has been up for hours. Right now, he's in the kitchen 
making Bryan Adams's lunch— throwing together a lavish spread while acid-house 
thumps on the boom box. "Jicama garlic bread, falafel, an amazing salad with an 
amazing dressing," he says, rattling off the ingredients. "Persian mulberries, dates, 
pasta marinara made out of shredded zucchini, fresh-squeezed orange juice." He 
adds nasturtium garnishes. "This is all his for $300," he says. "I was gonna ask for 
more, but the girl who hooked me up is too hot to haggle with." 

Half an hour later, we're at the front gates of Paramount Pictures, where Adams is 
shooting a video. Inside, dream-making is in full swing. Lighting rigs are every- 
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where. Jim Carrey is running around with a paper bag over his head, in character as 
comedian Andy Kaufman. Extras mill about In either flared '70s wear or rustic Gold 
Rush duds. But Juliano is the one getting the stares. 

Bearing a circular platter of interplanetary fare, he looks like some kind of cyber- 
jungle food-sprite: his hair down in a blond mane and his lean frame set off by a 
skin-tight, psychedelic silk-screen shirt, shiny green vinyl pants, and purple Doc 
Martens with green laces. Members of a civilian tour group stand behind a fence, 
one of them pointing at Juliano, asking a friend who he is. "I look like a Sfar Trek 
characterl" Juliano says to me. A few minutes later, Worf, the Klingon from Next 
Generation, walks by, seeming to concur. 

We get to Adams's trailer and find the Canadian rock star shirtless, in black 
pants and makeup. He marvels as Juliano presides over the dish, running down 
the exotic ingredients. 

"Do you have any idea how much I love this?" Adams asks. "How'd you like to 
come on tour? For a year. Let me know if you want to open up a restaurant in Lon- 
don, where I live." 

The food is spectacular-lush, colorful, and tactile. But it seems Juliano himself is 
at least half the attraction. He is more than a chef here; he's an inspiration. "He's 
like an E.T.," says Harrelson. "He's from another planet. I mean that in the best 
sense. People see his energy and they're like, 'I want some of that" 

As it happens, not everyone is so enchanted with Juliano. Jeremy Safron and 
Annie Jubb, for instance, were less than thrilled when, in October, Juliano abruptly 
seized control of the San Francisco restaurant (for which they still held the opera- 
tor's lease), changed its name to Organica, and replaced them with raw taxi driver 
Brian Lucas. Details are murky, but Jubb has apparently acceded to this usurpation. 
"The laws of karma are really strong," says Jubb. "And I don't feel that you have to 
take action on something like this." Juliano shrugs it off in a manner that a non- 



vegan might describe in terms of needing to break eggs to make an omelette. 
"Every business owner has had to fire some bad waitress. You know, there's some 
people in San Francisco that hate me. It's no big deal." 

But it's hard to imagine what would truly faze Juliano. In fact, his What, me worry? 
vibe may be the most seductive part of the raw promise. Potential litigation? No 
problem, dude. End of friendships? Whatever. Eternal life through raw foods? 
Totally! Gastronauts have given us the most breathless expression of the Prozac 
myth to date: one magic switch that will permanently remove all angst and trauma 
from life. Just because the world is toxic, doesn't mean you have to be. 

Back in L.A., Juliano walks away from Adams's video set and on through the 
promenade of alternative realities: postwar New York street corner, Parisian thor- 
oughfare, Old West ghost town. "I can't wait to be working here," Juliano says. 
"It's only a matter of time." 

An aspiring film director, Juliano tells me about the three screenplays he's writ- 
ten. "One of them's an action sci-fi adventure," he says. "It's totally just brand-new. 
Amazing. It's about the death and rebirth of the planet. Sorry I can't tell you more, 
but it's so rad. It's just gonna blow people's minds." 

Another film is about animal experimentation. "I want Demi Moore to play the 
lead," Juliano says. "I don't like anybody else for the role. She's 80 percent raw, 
100 percent vegan, and doesn't wear leather, so I know she'll be into it. I have 
direct access to her because my friend knows her personal assistant" 

The third screenplay is a little closer to home. It's a sort of verite treatment of 
Juliano's own experiences in L.A. "It's, like, Hollywood 101," he says. "It's just 
about all the shit I do in Hollywood." 

As we walk toward Paramount's exit, the merry prankster of raw breaks out 
laughing. "My life, it's basically a movie every day," he says. "The shit I do, the shit 
I pull. It's fuckin' hilarious, dude." 
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Fleece crewneck sweatshirt by 
Carhartt, zip-front hoody 
by Joseph /HaHei, hooded 
cotton parka by Helmut 
Long, pleat-front khakis by CK 
Calnn Klein Khakis. 
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cotton safety rest by Helmut Lang, leather wristband by 
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OPPOSITE: hooded asymmetrical poncho by Stephen Sprouse, 
jeans by Lein's. Wallabee Oxford loafer by Claries. 
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THIS R4GE: zip-front hood/ by Gap. polar fleece "Ninja" 
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THE EMPIRE STRIKES BLACK 

Trash culture fiends Method Man 
and Bobby Digital maintain the 
UJu's world domination campaign 
by Peter Shapiro 



Brandishing a remarkable mythology fashioned out of 
fortune-cookie versions of ancient Chinese secrets, 
Five Percent mathematics, and chess master Gary 
Kasparov's Sicilian defense, the Wu-Tang Clan talk 
loudly and carry a big schtick. For all of hip-hop's 
keep-it-real rhetoric, the Wu's chimerical demimonde 
demands more suspension of disbelief than James 
Cameron. The principal weapon in the Clansmen's 
bag of tricks is camouflage: From the intimidation tac- 
tics of quoting Sun Tzu's The Art of War to the 
labyrinthine obfuscation of the Wu-Tang's 36 cham- 
bers, ringleader RZA— just like his mentor Dr. Funken- 
stein (George Clinton)— is often "gamin' on ya." 

RZA knows that hip-hop is no different than a 
Steven Segal flick: It's not necessarily the skills but the 
facade of invincibility that counts. Fully inhabiting this 
fantasy world, the Wu make more out of low-culture 
sources— Hong Kong chop-sockies, comic books, 
Hanna-Barbera, professional wrestling (not even 
WWF, but old school N.W.A)— than anyone since the 
glory days of P-Funk. Method Man, Wu-Tang's biggest 
solo star, litters his second album. Tical 2000: Judge- 
ment Day, with references to The Terminator, Stephen 
King. Pat Sajak, forgotten disco one-hit wonders 
Strafe and Indeep, Frusen Gladje ice cream, and G.I. 
Joes with the kung-fu grip. He's so lowbrow he even 
quotes Sheena Easton on "Sweet Love." 

More than just comic relief, though, this bottom 
feeding is a survival tactic for those caught in hip- 
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hop's metaphorical crossfire. Like his 
comic-book hero, Ghost Rider. Method 
Man adopts more aliases than a Mossad 
agent: His a.k.a.'s include Johnny Blaze, 
the Ticalion Stallion, John-John McLain, 
and Iron Lung. You could say that 
Meth's name game is emblematic of 
W.E.B. DuBois's famous notion about 
the double-consciousness of African- 
Americans who are forced to juggle 
identities by virtue of being black in a 
white country. But it's also a very useful 
ploy in hip-hop's rhetorical war-games: 
As Meth himself says in "Dangerous 
Grounds," "I had to kill a schizophrenic 
nigga twice." 

The future-present in which Meth and 
his multiple personas dwell is a para- 
noiac, claustrophobic, hallucinatory, 
Sensurround world where the city 
streets are crawling with visible conta- 
gion, unseen creatures scuttle and 
scurry in the sewers, and the pimps, 
hustlers, and moneymakers whisper 
about you behind your back in back- 
ward Satanic verses. Producers RZA, 
True Master, 4th Disciple, and Inspec- 
tah Deck surround Meth's awesome 
gust of a flow with swarms of hornet 
zithers, stinging atonal guitar licks, and 
the Wu's trademark urban underbelly 
piano nocturnes. 

Like his almost-namesake Aqualung, 
Iron Lung eyes shorties with bad intent. 
On his first album, Method Man and 
Mary J. Blige gave Marvin Gaye and 
Tammi Terrell a roughneck makeover: 
this time around, he duets with D'An- 
gelo to create hip-hop's version of 



Gaye's divorce-ravaged Here My Dear. 

Similarly, Bobby Digital, RZA's cyber- 
loveman alter-ego, ends his Bobby Dig- 
ital in Stereo album with five minutes of 
brutal breakup invective titled "Domestic 
Violence." Elsewhere, though, Bobby 
breaks out the essential oils, comes 
over all Teddy Pendergrass, and gets 
"stuck to (his girl's) ass like a Victoria's 
Secret wedgie." 

While his idea of romance might leave 
you cold, RZA's production is like Colt 
45- it works every time. There's plenty of 
the stunted Memphis horns and elegiac 
piano lines that signify the Clan are 
about to get smooth or misty-eyed, but 
RZA also gives his sci-fi concept the 
otherworldly music it deserves: Parts of 
the album sound like a blaxploitation 
soundtrack scored by A Clockwork 
Orange's Moog maestro Wendy Carlos. 
With the Zamfir riff on "Holocaust," the 
Portishead sample, the loop that sounds 
like Indian vocalist Lata Mangeshkar 
warbling, and the Bollywood strings, 
RZA also recognizes that there's a world 
of sound between Strong Island and 
Hong Kong. 

None of it really hangs together, 
though. The Wu's brutal social Darwin- 
ism is usually couched either as sur- 
vivalist metaphor or as Armageddon 
prophecy. On Bobby Digital in Stereo, 
everything revolves around a putative 
Dr. Jekyll/Mr. Hyde concept in which 
RZA transforms himself into a morality- 
free incarnation of his id. Where Tical 
2000 is about the anarchy of both the 
Thunderdome and the Terrordome, 
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Bobby Digital in Stereo eschews the 
Wu's Asian mysticism and concerns 
itself only with the lawlessness of the 
male power fantasy. Of course, the fact 
that Bobby Digital flows like steel shav- 
ings doesn't help matters. Method 
Man's guttural roar has stylistic 
antecedents in such legendary smoke- 
belchers as Howlin' Wolf and Clarence 



"Frogman* Henry; Bobby Digital just 
sounds like a punch-drunk boxer with a 
mouthful of marbles. For all of his arcane 
knowledge, RZA seems to have forgotten 
hip-hop's golden rule: It's not so much 
what you say, as how you say it ran 
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So determined to evade the lures and 
snares of stardom that their greatest- 
hits album will probably be just B-sides, 
Pearl Jam spent years striving to 
become the least fun arena band on the 
planet. It's like they felt giving the fans 
what they wanted wasn't challenging or 
dour enough. But now the worm seems 
to have turned. Hard on the heels of the 
cheerily accessible Yield— which was 
accompanied by such mass-market 
concessions as the band's first video in 
years— comes another sign that Eddie's 
put on a happy face: the first official live 
Pearl Jam album, recorded during the 
band's summer tour of North America. 

Still, this is no easy commercial move- 
that would have been Ten Live, guaran- 
teed to sell like hotcakes if Pearl Jam had 
ever recorded it. On Two Legs offers 
instead a weird intimacy. None of the 
band's five albums gets its feelings hurt, 
so the only hit here is "Even Flow." But 
this same even-handedness, by forgoing 
both radio hits and lectures (though I'd 



happily shell out for Vedder dissing Ken 
Starr), brings Pearl Jam's compassion 
to life. Proletarian vignettes such as 
"Daughter" and "Elderly Woman Behind 
the Counter in a Small Town" could come 
across as even more preachy, but every 
crack in Vedder's voice and every rough 
chord humanizes the band in ways 
their superstar empathy, however sincere 
and well-meant, never can. Singing 
along on "Better Man" and "Daughter," 
the audience connects to the small ges- 
tures. Meanwhile, the arena-shaped 
flourishes-"Go," "Hail Hail," and espe- 
cially "Do the Evolution"— roar and stomp 
with those patented grim power chords, 
which leave you never quite sure whether 
to mosh or mourn. 

The product, a nicely ecumenical 
excursion through Pearl Jam's entire 
back catalog, enacts the community the 
band has always craved. Give the peo- 
ple what they want, or better yet, make 
them want what you give them. What a 

Concept. JESSE BERRETT 
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Prophets of doom don't get more fun- 
loving than Busta Rhymes. Though his 
albums The Coming, When Disaster 
Strikes, and the new Extinction Level 
Event scream "the end is near," he's 
graciously given us the party-like-it's- 
1999 anthems "Woo Hahl! Got You All 
in Check" and "Put Your Hands Where 
My Eyes Could See." As an Extinction 



song unnecessarily reminds us, 
"There's only one year left!!!" until the 
new millennium. Which poses the ques- 
tion: What do you do if you think that life 
as we know it may end one year after 
your album's release? Make some 
wigged-out noncommercial shit be- 
cause what does it matter anyway? 
Or use it as your last bid to crash the 

HtVIEHrS CONTINUE » 
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one-time platinum ceiling, a feat few rap- 
pers have managed? 

As much as Busta thinks Armageddon 
is nigh, he's still cagey enough to plan 
for the future and gun for Puff's multiplat- 
inum turf. Extinction ups Busta's game, 
starting with the company he keeps. He 
teams with Ozzy Osbourne for a cover of 
"Iron Man" that plays to his white-boy 
fans like a Carmen Electra pinup. And he 
tangles with Janet Jackson on "What's It 
Gonna Be?!," a slinky rip of Aaliyah's 
"One in a Million" that sounds like sex, 
with Janet's warm wails wrapped around 
Busta's word thrusts. 

Though Extinction isn't an overt third- 
album bid for credibility, at this point 
respect is due. From his stint with the 
Leaders of the New School to his star- 
making cameo on A Tribe Called 
Quest's "Scenario," Busta has always 
been a studio hype-man, amping records 
the way rap sidekicks work a live crowd. 
Because this role is necessarily one- 
dimensional, it's a testament to the steely 
Trevor Smith behind the dizzying Busta 
that he's actually made three albums. 
The similarly hyped Flavor Flav couldn't 
manage even one, and who knows if 



O.O.B. will ever record a follow-up. 
Busta also consistently gets us off our 
asses without resorting to sampled 
hooks, preferring the odd blend of Atari 
bleeps, muted tribal thumps, and drum 
(and bass) rolls that made last year's 
"Dangerous," and riles up Extinction's 
"Party Is Goin' On Over Here" and "The 
Smurf "Hike "Do the Bus a Bus." 

Musical contrasts fuel Extinction. 
Busta's party flow thrashes with forebod- 
ing Psycho strings on the first single, 
"Gimme Some More," while "Iz They 
Wildin Wit Us & Gettin Rowdy Wit Us" 
sees his spitfire Rasta-inflection bump 
heads with the Southern -fried insanity of 
No Limit's Mystikal. But at 19 tracks, 
Extinction, like too many hip-hop releases, 
is overstuffed for value, and as a result, it's 
slightly underwhelming. What could have 
been a lean machine becomes a heavy- 
weight—still powerful, but slow-moving, 
sometimes clumsy. Nevertheless, this is 
his most satisfying album to date and far 
ahead of the aimless efforts of some of his 
peers. In the hip-hop apocalypse, Busta 
ain't goin' out like some unsuspecting 
dumb-ass. He's been planning ahead. 
He's a survivor, craioseymour 
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Funk motion, velvet soul melodies, aqua- 
marine pianos, and rolling rhythms just 
this side of full-tilt dance distinguish 
this lovably flawed album dreamed up 
by Gregg Alexander, a Michigan-born 
singer/guitarist. A few seasons ago and 
under his own name, he applied his stu- 
dio-rat righteousness to U.S. heartland 
rock. Now, with New Radicals, Alexander 
takes a potentially messier Anglophile 
tack, flinging words like the Boo Radleys 
or Pulp, and aiming for harmonic epipha- 
nies that approximate Prefab Sprout's 
intelligent sparkle. Occasionally— deliver- 
ing a moody sway such as "I Hope 
I Didn't Just Give Away the Ending" 
with rangy slurs— Alexander stumbles 
onto an undigested Stonesiness only 
an American Midwesterner might care 
to reenact in 1998. But more often, 
New Radicals seem like enthusiasti- 
cally unbuttoned Americans schooled 
in style councils and turtlenecks. 

Alexander jumps on the slogan-happy 



address with both hands and feet. 
"Wake up, kids," he advises on "You Get 
What You Give," New Radicals' perfect 
moment, a song that updates Sister 
Sledge's "Lost in Music" without the 
merest whiff of Brut; it's a deserving 
radio and MTV smash with the harmonic 
teeth and wintergreen touch of early 
Dexy's Midnight Runners or Simply Red. 
That brand of passion carries over into 
speedy glam valentines like "Jehovah 
Made This Whole Joint for You," as well 
as on ballads played closer to the vest, 
such as the pillowy "Gotta Stay High" 
and "Technicolor Lover," a quizzical 
blend of Prince and Paul Smith. Else- 
where, things just inevitably get away 
from Alexander, and he misplaces his 
transatlantic grip on how to harness the 
sound of losing control. In the end, per- 
haps New Radicals intentionally skip 
wall-to-wall perfection. But therein lies 
the difference between their hot fun and 

hOt air. JAMES HUNTER 
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Nineteen albums. Twenty-Hue sentences. No mercy 
by Joshua Clouer 



This month starts in childhood, ends 
with senior citizens, and the middle is 
random crap— like life, but with less 
walking home after the metro closes. 
Teletubbies: The Album (Kid Rhino) 
chases Eno's dream of prelingual 
soundscapes (except for the mad- 
pornographic "Dirty Knees"). Are tod- 
dlers really the next avant-garde? Since 
"MMMBop" electrified the aging-toddler 
set, Hanson have dropped a demo 
album, a Christmas album, and now the 
zipless Live From Albertane (Mercury); 
write new songs or get real jobs. Note to 
Ben Lee re: Breathing Tornados- 
Abandon ship, because Grand Royal's 
Grow Up, Get Serious vibe is sinking 
your sweetie-pie shimmer, and you gotta 
swim to get saved. Consider Vapor 
Records, wise enough to let Jonathan 
Richman be the worldly boy in man's 
clothing on / 'm So Confused; there's 
something sad and epic and beautiful 
about spending a lifetime trying to figure 
out what it means to be a teen. On Bijou 
Phillips's debut, I'd Rather Eat Glass 
(Almo), being a teen means pitching fits 
amid expensive tracks, and generally 
being a tantrum in Jewel's clothing. 

Brit sophomores Ash win Mystery of 
the Month for Nu-Clear Sounds 
(Reprise): Why sing flat when you can hit 
notes, or settle for crap production? It's 
a little late for indie cred, and even actual 
indie bands are carrying tunes these 
days— consider Smile, an emo-core out- 
fit learning to live with prettiness on Girl 
Crushes Boy (Cargo). The Frumpies 
Frumpie One-Piece (Kill Rock Stars) 
carries the weight of roots music swell - 
egantly: Punk rock party tonight! In honor 
of Patti Smith, Bikini Kill, and the Don- 
nas! You're invited! 

Everything New Is Old Again: On 
/ 999 (Astralwerks). Casslus puts disco 
in its 'tronica, we get house music '89. 
Despite claiming Inna City Pressure 
(Mutant Sound System), Dr. Israel is 
wasting away again in Irieville with all-too- 
brief excursions into the drum'n'bass- 
ment and garageland. Best of Place goes 
to Puya's Fundamental (MCA), a re- 
invention of punkrockismo shoving Mo'- 
Rican merengue through metallic guitars; 
half the Plastilina, double the Mosh. 

Pete Rock's Soul Survivor (Loud) 
sounds like a superproducer who called 
in too many chips at once. Unbelievable 
Truth's Andy Yorke has winsome Alt-Lite 



melodies, and half the soundcraft of 
Radiohead brother Thorn; either way, 
Almost Here (Virgin) is semisonic. 
Mascott's Electric Poems (Le Grand 
Magistery) is thin and lovely and Pick of 
the Month, reminding you that some- 





Still the oldest teenager in town: 
Jonathan Richman. 

times aimlessness is a good thing. 

Wordworker Jim Carroll plays to his 
strengths on the mostly post-melody 
Pools of Mercury (Mercury), his best 
disc since Catholic Boy— hood. Bryan 
Adams's On a Day Like Today (A&M) 
sounds like soundtrackage for unre- 
leased movies; can a record go straight 
to video? If Ally McBeal was a guy show, 
Vonda Shepherd's booze chanteuse 
would be played by ex— J.Geils frontman 
Peter Wolf, hanging on with Fool's 
Parade (Mercury). 

I'm tired of rehabilitating kitschmeis- 
ters for canonization; boring cultural 
maneuvers make for boring albums, like 
the star-studded One Amazing Night 
(N2K) from case-study Burt Bacharach. 
Why can't we love it while it's happening, 
instead of 'fessing years later in an orgy 
of self -congratulation? Wouldn't that be 
more amazing? But baby I'm amazed by 
the Rolling Stones' live chronicle No 
Security (Virgin): It features a song that 
is nothing but the audience cheering, as 
if the only instrument they can still play is 
their own fame. Stake out your record 
store and see who buys this record. 
They are the enemy. 

RENEWS CONTINUE » 



CHEF AID THE SOUTH PARK ALBUM 



STAN, KYLE, CARTMAN AND KENNY COME TOGETHER WITH MUSIC S BIGGEST 
SUPERSTARS AND THE COOLEST CUTTING-EDGE BANDS TO HELP OUT CHEF AFTER 
HE LANDS ON THE WRONG SIDE OF THE LAW. THE RESULTING BENEFIT CONCERT IS 
ONE OF THE MOST MEMORABLE MOMENTS IN MUSICAL HISTORY 



FEATURING: 



DEVO 
ELTON JOHN 
IKE TURNER 
ISAAC MAYES 
JOE STRUMMER 
MASTER P 



MEATLOAF 
RANCID 
PRIMUS 
RICK JAMES 
WEEN 

WYCLEF JEAN 



PLUS MANY MORE SURPRISE GUESTS! 

ALSO AVAILABLE FOR THE FIRST TIME ARE EVERYONE'S 

FAVORITE CLASSIC SOUTH PARK TUNES 
PERFORMED BY CHEF KENNY, STAN, KYLE, AND CARTMAN. 

OUT NOW ON CD AND CASSETTE. IN STORES EVERYWHERE 

OWH SOUTH PARK VOLUMES 1-6 ON VIDEO ANO DVD VIDEO. 



SOUNDTRACK EXECUTIVE PRODUCERS. MATT STONE, 

TRir newt. u«*r ueberman o rich strain. 

WWW.COWEOYCtMT9AL.COM 
WWW.AUER1CANR1C0RDINCS.C0H 
WWW.COUJMBURECORDS.CON 
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AVAILABLE AT ALL 




MUSIC LOCATIONS ONLY 



o 




ON 12 INCREDIBLE ISSUES OF SPIN 

ONLY $11 .95! 

CALL 1 -800-274-7597 OR WRITE, 

SPIN, P.O. BOX 51635, BOULDER, CO 80322-1035 
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Unimpressed by the who-cares visual 
aesthetics of the underground, Lon- 
don's Filter label occupies the boutiquey 
end of the dance spectrum. Each of 
their 12-inches comes wrapped in a 
sleeve that sets the signature Filter 
blob— a fizzy, two-tone abstraction-in a 
customized color scheme of earth 
tones and metallica. 

Appropriately, the tracks on the Fil- 
ter.. .Killing Music compilation winningly 
transform dance music into the sonic 
equivalent of high-end interior decora- 
tion. Box Saga's "Blackfty" and Sunship's 
"The 13th Key" are glistening, decorously 
funky examples of house music for 
around the house. Kid Loops's "Alien 
Resident" is a welcome reminder of why 
everyone in 1996 thought ambient jun- 
gle ruled; likewise, Underwolves' "Nine 
Lives," though amid the simulated seag- 
ull cries you can also hear gunshot vol- 
leys—an eerie harbinger of the darkside 



sounds that would soon take over the 
jungle scene. 

It's moments such as these— when 
the politics of the dance floor take up 
residence in your home stereo system— 
that lift Fitter above the status of mere 
audio decor. The album's highlight is 
"We Are One" by DJ Q, a Glaswegian 
producer known for his disco cut-up 
technique. A swoony saxophone, a trum- 
pet fanfare, and an unrelenting bass line 
take turns diving underwater and com- 
ing up for air. As each cycle ends, every- 
thing but the bass line and an aquatic 
synth drops out, giving way to the stirring 
brogue of a Scottish rave poet. "We are 
the soldiers of the underground / Pro- 
tectors of the faith," he declaims, cham- 
pioning club culture as the last force for 
good in a world gone wrong. 

Soldiers? Faith? Underground? What 
label does this guy think he's on? 

JEFF SALAMON 



SUGAR RAY 




Tint... 
14:59 
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And in this corner, weighing in at two mil- 
lion copies, Sugar Rayf When "Fly" breezed 
across the airwaves last year, newfound 
fans and skeptics alike were confused by 
the Floored album, albeit for different rea- 
sons. Teenage girts seduced by singer Mark 
McGrath's Cosmo-boy looks thought the 
frat-rock and metalloid riff ing were icky; 
others smelled the opportunism of also- 
rans so desperate for a hit they'd sell their 
own mothers, let alone their credibility. 

Cheer up: Judging by 74:59, Sugar Ray 
has no cred to sell. "Fry" was the obvious 
anomaly on Floored, a lone Top 40 dia- 
mond among the crunchy AnyRock gravel. 
After a flurry of critical counterpunches, the 
band has clarified its position. This time, 
there are four of them: four potential sin- 
gles so ingratiating, so knee-crookingly 



eager for airplay you wonder how much 
overtime the marketing team logged. 

"Fty" worked, so here's "Every Morning," 
spliced from the same DN A. Mere too are 
three ballads seemingly drawn from the 
Merseybeat songbook or "This Boy"-era 
Beatles. Dancehall don Super Cat's toast- 
ing lifted "Fty," so KRS-One guest-raps on 
"Live and Direct' Who can argue with this 
business acumen? Trim the rock moves 
back to a few sampled genres, from the 
toypunk of "Aim For Me" to the New Wave 
of "Personal Space Invader," concentrate 
on stronger (or craftier?) songwntmg , and 
enjoy the 15 minutes whose imminent end 
the album title wittily anticipates. 

I'll admit to having leered at the cover of 
Sugar Ray's '95 debut, Lemonade and 
Brownies, for two weeks before copping 



Cop' 



Singles by Charles flaron 



Latest evidence that white hip-hop kids remain America's 
biggest mystery: In a recent Sony MiniDisc ad, two "mack 
adocious" white teens befuddle a black yuppie with their 
slanguage. "I haue no idea what they're saying," he muses 



CRAZY WISDOM MASTERS, 
The Payback EP 

(Black Hoodz Dime Bag/Wordsound) 
Back in 1993, a group of stoned, 
stressed avant-gardists (a.k.a. the Jun- 
gle Brothers) tried to make a normal, 
major-label hip-hop album (J. Beez Wit 
the Remedy), and failed miserably. As 
two manically dusted tracks at album's 
end hinted ("Spittin Wicked Random- 
ness" and "For the Headz at Company 
Z"), the JB's hearts were in a far 
stranger place. On this Wordsound-affil- 
iated release, check what they could've 
wrought, if anybody had cared at the 
time. A frantic blast from the past that 
still feels like the future. 

DVINGELO, "Devil's Pie" (Virgin) 
For his first single in three years, D'An- 
gelo drops the Prince-ly slink for a bitter- 
ly murmuring, electro-funk stroll (copro- 
duced by DJ Premier), on which he 
rebukes a variety of soul-selling 
"Jezebels" and "niggas killin' niggas." 




Nobly playa- hating like Lauryn Hill, he's 
the comr owed thunder god (MC 
Shango?) to her fly college professor. 

KID ENTROPY, 

"Super Natty "/-For the Love of It" 

(Cosmic Breaks) 

Chicago-based DJ/MC/producer Tim 
Olson seamlessly links reckless hip-hop 
paranoia to precision-made, 
drum'n'bass paranoia like Photek actu- 
ally having a funky good time. While 
Wu-Tang ghosts dispense disembodied 
warnings, bass lines sashay into the 
void, then quickly reappear with a 
harsh flourish; drum patterns go for a 



chill spin on the expressway, then 
screech off down an access road. Olson 
may be an experimental-psych grad stu- 
dent, but he'd just as soon quake your 
house as mess with your head. 

CEIrTN FISHER, "The Freaks Come Out" 

(Subversive/Tommy Boy) 
An early nomination for New Year's Eve 
'99 party jam— storming house percus- 
sion, orgasmically stricken wails, rico- 
cheting laser bleeps, and some doofily 
distorted dude announcing, "The freaks 
come out! " as if that was the entire mil- 
lennial point. 

JENNY MAE, A New World Record EP 

(American Pop Project) 
Nobody writes more haunting songs 
from the Dewar's-hazy, day-job margins 
of bohemia than Columbus, Ohio's Jen- 
ny Mae Olds (formerly Leffel). And 
despite past lo-fi trappings, her new 
work boasts plenty of crafty ambience. 
"Dairy Boy" is a shuffling, torchy gem 
about a 70-year-old 
woman doing coke in 
a G-string while she 
waits for her 19-year- 
old squeeze to call 
from the airport (sort 
of); and "Drapes" 
swoons through a 
twangy chorus worthy 
of Dusty Springfield. 

MOBY, "Honey" 

(Mute UK) 

After finally purging 
his ax- wielding "bad 
Moby" persona, pop 
music's enigmatic "lit- 
tle idiot" somehow 
merges all of his conflicted concerns— 
both spiritual and musical— with effort- 
less grace (all in one song). A gospel- 
blues vocal chants over live rock drums, 
breakbeats, hand claps, piano, vinyl 
scratches, and slide/wan- wan guitars, as 
synthesized strings swell the drama. 
Like Steve Reich with a born-again hump 
in his back. Available in the U.S. on the 
Permanent Midnight soundtrack, aaa 

Addresses; American Pop Project, PO 
Box 2271, San Rafael CA 94912; Cosmic 
Breaks, 2S20 North Kedzie, Chicago, n 
60647; Wordsound, 129 N. 11th St, 
Brooklyn, NY 11211 



Sneaker pimp: Techno 
bad boy Moby struggles 
with his shoelaces. 
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K-SWISS, 
\\\\ 



Fragrance collections (or both Men & Women. Curve. . . 
See Where It Takes You. Available at Macy's (800) 456-2297, 
Filene's (800) 345-3637, Rob-May (800) 633-1 224, 
Rich's (800) 282 8800, Lazarus (800) 282-8800. 



From jeans and cargo shirts to khakis and vintage hooded 
pullovers, Gap Online is the place to shop lor great clothes 
tor men and women. Gap Online Store www.gap.com. 
Always Open. 



When it comes to footwear keep in step with GBX. Available 
at Jarman, Foot Action, Colorado Stores, Jimmy Jazz, and 
Finish Line. Visit our website at www.GBXshoe.com and 
let us know what's on your mind. All other inquiries 
(888)GBX-shoe. 



The GSL young men's collection is available at Dr. Jay's. 
NYC; Mr. Rags, Seattle; Max Green's, Detroit; Tony Sports, 
Chicago; Coda, Nationwide; Up Against The Wall, 
Washington D.C. For more intormation call 
(212)631-9200. 



K Swiss footwear and apparel for winning on and off the 
court. For more information call (800) 938-8000 or visit our 
website at www.kswiss.com. 



Introducing a new collection of footwear from Tommy 
Hilfiger. Contemporary styles meant to be worn with your 
favorite pair of jeans. All designed with the signature 
Hilfiger twists for a new look to classic styles. The 
Sidewinder Sport is available at Macy's East, Macy's West, 
Foley's, Dillard's, Belk, Proffitts, and select Hecht's locations. 



Copyrighted material 
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a copy to review. A photo ot a naked blond 
in a compromising position (Nicole Eggert 
of Baywatch) will bring out the callow in 
anyone. Bingo, says McGrath. Cheerfully 
shallow, Sugar Ray are in it for laughs- 
which is not necessarily a sin. Nor is eclec- 
ticism, but this band's history casts every 
motive in doubt Another crew of those frat- 
core funboys that California drops like spike- 



haired oranges from the trees, Sugar Ray 
covered Loverboy's "Working for the Week- 
end" in one of their earlier incarnations. 
Again, not a sin in itself, but 14:59 pulls 
Steve Miller's "Abracadabra" out of the top 
hat. A candidate for single worst song of 
all time in its original state, as a barely altered 
cover it's sheer insolence. Next time, try 
"Take the Money and Run." mark lepage 



SPIRITUALIZED 

line... 

Hue at the nibert Hall 



LNIEL... 

Dedicated Bnsta 



s 



'laying out the near-contradiction of 
pristine production and improvisational 
noise, Jason Pierce leads Spiritualized 
to simultaneous extremes of studio 
nerddom and righteous jammed-out 
sprawl-he takes years to mix one-take 
recordings, weaving austerely sym- 
phonic harmonies and harmonics out of 
banal garage-band chords. Ambitious, 
essentialist, demonic, drugged-up, and 
praying for an angel/lover/dealer to 
pluck him from a hell of his own cre- 
ation, this sonic workaholic pines for 
transcendence while swimming against 
a tide of heartache. He knows it ain't 
gonna happen, but savors the beauty 
and futility of trying. 

Whereas the last Spiritualized long- 
player, Ladies and Gentlemen, We Are 
Floating in Space, chased its own 
studio-incubated tale of chemical- 
addiction-as-obsessive-love-as-chemi- 
cal-addiction, Live at the Albert Hall 
takes Pierce's pain to the stage, to 



stretch out and assault with heavenly 
concert cacophony. The core group is 
expanded to a six-piece, embellished 
by strings, horns, and gospel choir 
who together assemble majestic, wav- 
ering walls of sound in the Sun Ra tra- 
dition. Drawing from their first two 
albums, Lazer Guided Melodies and 
Pure Phase, disc one brings the space 
drones; disc two takes Ladies and Gen- 
tlemen's despair to a secular revival 
meeting, climaxing with the sincerely 
slamming churchy standard "Oh Happy 
Day." A requiem for lost love rendered 
as a lullaby, the set's sole understated 
cut, "Broken Heart," is at once sorrow- 
ful and exalted. Timpani, organ, and 
choir float around a dejected Pierce 
until a lowly harmonica takes flight, 
reaching a spiraling bliss the singer 
could never grasp. This is psyche- 
delic roots music for people who 
wouldn't dream of wearing a Phish 

T-Shirt. BARRY WALTERS 




KRUDER & 
DORF/WEISTER 

nut... 

The HDD Sessions 

LABEL... 

K7 




In the Wal-Mart world, trip-hop made 
only a brief stopover on 720 Minutes, 
drum'n'bass whooshes by behind auto- 
mobile ads, and chilled-out ambient 
drones are what you get from an air con- 
ditioner. But these rarefied elements 
compose the very universe of Peter 
Kruder and Richard Dorfmeister. 

The Viennese production team are 



worshiped by DJ cultists for their miracu- 
lous power to create languorously revolv- 
ing galaxies of sound, in club or studio. 
Their 1996 mix-CD DJ Kicks docu- 
mented a particularly divine turn on the 
turntables, folding diverse tracks from 
downtempo labels such as Ninja Tune, 
Compost, and Cheap into a balanced 
suspension of breathless breakbeats 



and slow-motion grooves. K&D even 
! threw in a couple of their own composi- 
' tions, teasers for a long-promised album 
i of original material. 

The K&D Sessions is not that album. 
| Instead, it's an assemblage of remix pro- 
■ jects released over the past few years, 
I cut half-and-half with previously unre- 
leased remixes and another couple of 
loosely sketched "originals." Some hard- 
core fans may feel cheated, but it's hard 
to push that argument very far; after all, a 
K&D makeover is effectively its own 
unique customized entity— kinda the Mer- 
cedes-Benz of the remix world, combin- 
ing low-key elegance with streamline 
functionality. Finishing details daubed on 
with a light, sure touch, from "live" instru- 
ments (keyboard washes, trumpet solos) 
to neo-dub studio effects, work like artful 
interior decorating: You hardly notice 
them, because they're done right. 

When it comes to prospective remix- 
ees, Kruder and Dorfmeister are notori- 
ously picky: Bowie and U2 were 
spurned, Madonna and Depeche Mode 



got green lights. (The latter's "Useless" 
wanders into Sessions wonderfully and 
politely twisted, like a drunk in evening 
wear.) The duo's tastes run primarily in 
the direction of trip-hop/jungle mother- 
lode Bristol and its spiritual neighbors; 
the new album includes two remixes 
each of Rockers Hi-Fi's "Going Under" 
and Bomb the Bass's "Bug Powder 
Dust," plus a downsizing of Roni Size's 
"Heroes." Even Bone Thugs-N-Harmony 
and Austrian clubbers Count Basic get 
Bristolized. The resulting overall vibe is 
laid-back, tripped-out, and darker than 
DJ Kicks, albeit swathed in a comforting 
silken cocoon. 

What Sessions gains in consistency 
compared with DJ Kicks, it loses in 
scope and vibrancy, not least because 
there's a reason trip-hop has long van- 
ished from MTV in a puff of hydroponic 
smoke: Its somnolence proved to be as 
static as a paranoid idee fixe. But for any- 
one who'd still like to take a nice, safe 
visit to that cloud, Kruder and Dorfmeis- 
ter make the perfect guides, sally iacob 
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BLACK CROWES 
Tint... 

By Your Side 

LABEL... 

Columbia 
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hen ever I shoot pool, my first juke- 
box quarter inevitably goes to "Hard to 
Handle" by the Black Crowes, which 
inspires such grand delusions of well- 
endowment that I inevitably sink every 
ball in sight, almost. I've never even 
heard Otis Redding's original; all I 
know is the Crowes version feels like 
the work of guys who are really good 
at such manly tasks as billiards and 
beer-drinking and sex and dancing 
and opening lids of jars. Especially the 
drummer. 

Why none of the Crowes' own songs 
have ever sounded remotely as funky is 
a mystery I spend entire minutes pon- 
dering now and then; I've always sus- 
pected it's somehow linked to their sup- 
port of marijuana reform laws. After they 
left fellow 1990 boogie revivalists such 
as Salty Dog and Company of Wolves in 
the dust by selling six million copies 
of Shake Your Moneymaker, Atlanta's 
favorite midnight tokers commenced to 
put out three follow-ups increasingly 
mired in lazy psychedelic-jam sham- 
blation. Their core audience shrunk 
accordingly, they switched labels and 



bassists and fired a guitarist. But now 
they've made their hardest-rocking col- 
lection ever— go figure. 

By Your Side swaggers toughest 
whenever the tempos pick up and Chris 
Robinson's vocal register gets high and 
Rich Robinson's slide thickens into the 
forefront, spreading like whiskey-mari- 
nated honey and digging into a massive- 
ly groiny groove— in the aptly titled vamp 
"Heavy," for instance. The fast opener 
"Go Faster" shakes at least as much 
tailfeather as the Spencer Davis/Mitch 
Ryder medley opening Hanson's new 
live album, and the weird-time-signa- 
tured closer "Virtue and Vice" follows 
Alanis, Sheryl, Pearl Jam, Puffy, and 
Page'n'Plant onto rock's late-'90s Zep- 
riff bandwagon. "Diamond Ring" has 
the tang of Funkadelic's Westbound- 
era yam-jam on it, but most of the other 
gospel-chorused mid-tempo murk tends 
toward dullness, and the Robinson 
Bros.' lyrics are as perfunctory as ever. 
Still, the Crowes' ticket to future pros- 
perity seems clear: Less pot, more 
booze, and before long I'll be Paul New- 
man in The Hustler, chuck eddy 



Retro flctiue 



Bruce Springsteen's long awaited box set reueals 
there's more to the Boss than meets the ear 
bg Eric LUeisbard 




Block all Pavlovian conditioning for an 
instant and consider Brace Springsteen 
as the first post-rocker, our counterpart 
to Bowie. Springsteen revered Motown 
and Dylan, seeing in '60s pop an OK 
Corral to rival any American mythos. 
But the decade was over and he'd only 
just arrived. So he strained too hard, 
turning what had originally evolved 
unself-consciously into an allegory, a 
set-piece, like Sam Shepard's plays with 
Patti Smith, Don DeLillo's novel Great 
Jones Street, and George Lucas's film 
American Graffitti. 

It's hard now to hear the risky gambit 
in Springsteen's rock manque, because 
his grapplings did connect with a mass 
audience, and because his effect was 
restorative rather than subversive, con- 
signing him to fashion's dustbin as 
sound moved altward and beyond. Is 
there anything more immune to retro- 
recuperation than a Clarence Clemons 
saxophone solo? 

But it's the man who was never sure 
of his place at the table you should listen 
for on Tracks, a four-CD box set of hitherto 
unreleased studio recordings. These aren't 
Springsteen's greatest moments — he's 
not enough of a genius to have thrown 
away gems (even the much-salivated- 
over "Thundercrack" turns out to be a 
lesser "Rosalita"), and in putting this col- 
lection together he's de-emphasized the 
Bom to Run-era that classic rockers 
admire. Rather, this is a rare chance to try 
experiencing the Boss fresh. 

Early on, in his solo demos and the E 
Street Band's formative recordings, the 
songs tumble out like pulp fiction: "The 
highway is alive tonight," Springsteen 
insists on "Seaside Bar Song," about a 
boy in a '40 Chevy racing off with his girl 
to hear Bo Diddley. I'm not sure anymore 
that he believed it even then, and in 
1995 s "The Ghost of Tom Joad," he'd 
reapply that highway lyric to the migrant 
poor, adding "But nobody's kiddin' no- 
body about where it goes." But in 1973, 
with the boys rockabilly New- Waving 
behind him, the night was still young. 



Bruce Springsteen 

Tracks 

(Columbia) 



By Tracis's consistently pleasurable 
disc two — mostly centered between 
1980's The River and 1982's Nebraska— 
Springsteen's focus had switched from 
kids in the streets to families on the outs, 
and his band was a mature fighting unit. 
Screaming "I wanna be where the bands 
are! " he can still make your heart thump 
Bruuuuce, but "Stolen Car" is what he 
was about from here on. The song's pro- 
tagonist takes his borrowed autos on joy- 
less joy rides to get away from his mar- 
riage — he wants to get caught but he 
never does. The Tracks version expands 




the lyrics' domestic drama and uses a 
whole band; it's followed by the jittery, 
mumbling Nebraska outtake of "Bom in 
the U.S.A." One song expanded, another 
contracted: this pairing dispels any 
doubts about Springsteen's depth. 

Then he became a superstar, more root- 
less than ever, knowing "they're gonna 
make a TV movie out of me, " and hating 
the disappearance of his Americana 
iconography ("Pink Cadillac") even more 
than he hates Reaganism Tracks includes 
two discs of this ongoing saga: far too 
much. Still, there are strangenesses in the 
later work, recordings from 1987 and 1991 , 
moments like "Loose Change," where he 
finds himself back in that stolen car, or 
like " Goin' Call, " in which he tells himself 
he's happy and that the voices in his head 
have stopped. We've heard "Streets of 
Philadelphia" ; we know they haven't, and 
won't. As much as the anthems Spring- 
steen pulled over him like a blanket, the 
uneasiness defines him. a 
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V\C CHESNUTT 

TITLE 

The Salesman 
and Bemadelte 

l HUE I ... 

Capricorn 




Heauy Rotation 

R recap of the past few months' most notable releases 



What you're missing A sustained, mature 
achievement by one of rock's most rarefied, frus- 
trating depressrves. 

Conclusion The harder you're willing to look into 
this album, the harder it'll stare back. 



What you're missing A populist grab bag of 
rock'n'rave tricks that substantiates the theory that 
few producers working today are as keenly 
attuned to the pleasure principle as the Fatboy. 

Conclusion As an unexpectedly successful 
instance of canon expansion, You Ve Come a 
Long Way, Baby suggests Norman Cook could 
go a long way further. 

What you're missing More contempo club 
textures here than blues riffs, but Harvey still 
keeps the faith of rock'n'roll. 

Conclusion Looks like Harvey's in line to 
become Neil Young, Jr.— a rocker who's going to 
keep surprising us, and, more often than not, have 
something to say. 



What you're missing A London-based seven- 
piece of DJs and musicians who simultaneously 
define and expand Big Beat's rowdy messthetic. 

How to Operate Conclusion How to Operate With a Blown Mind 

With a Blown Mind IS the most suggestive and provocative Brit-dance 

LMEL — debut since Dummy or Maxinquaye. 
Skint/Sony 



What you're missing if you're gonna sing 
about space-age alienation, you may as well go 
to the musical source: glam. 

Conclusion Artificiality— just the lip gloss 
Manson needs. 



What you're missing The melody- humming, 
vintage-live-grooves- sounding, homemade- peach- 
cobbler -for -the -ears variety of Southern soul-hop. 

Conclusion Outkast understand the power of 
sound the way Sly understood it on There 's a Riot 
Goin'On, or P-Funkon The Motor- Booty Affair. 



What you're missing Michael Stipe at his 
most, er, beautiful; narcissistic retreat into private 
space, a serf- indulgence for some celebs, is a 
necessity for him. 

Conclusion Bracketing a few relapses into mar- 
tyrdom, this time round we squirm with Stipe, not 
at him. 



What you're missing An urban dance music 
unlike anything that had come before. 

Conclusion This was a pre-AlDS, pre-super- 
models, pre-Leo New York, when black, white, 
Euro, American, gay, straight, disco, rap, Latin, 
organic, and synthetic all had their moment on the 
floor. 



WHERE TO BUY 



pg. 96 



Vintage T-shirt, $5, at Filthmart, New 
York City. Levi's 501 jeans, sugg. retail 
$52, call (800) USA LEVI. Nike swoosh 
sweatband, sugg. retail $5.50, call 
(800) 352 -NIKE. Vintage tank, $6, at 
Filthmart, New York City. Diesel jeans, 
$99, at Diesel stores, nationwide. 

CONTENTS 

PA&l M: Vintage zip-up hoody, $19.99, 
at St Vincent de Paul Thrift Store, Los 
Angeles. 

"PORTRAIT OF THE ARTIST AS A 
YOUNG SMACK HE AD" 

PAGE 48: Diesel jeans, $1 15, at Diesel 
stores, nationwide; American Rag, Los 
Angeles. 

"FOREVER YOUNG" 

PAGE 65: Vintage T-shirt,$6, at Filthmart, 
New York City. Tommy Jeans Victoria 
tank, $18, at better department stores 
nationwide. 

"NINE FOR 1999" 

PAGE 82: American Eagle Outfitters 
embroidered tank, $1 7.50, and twill 
cargo pants, $38, at American Eagle 
Outfitters, nationwide. 
PAGE 83: Moschino Jeans jacket, 
$455, at Moschino Boutique, New 
York City. 

"SUBWAY SERIES" 

PAGE 96: Carhartt fleece crewneck 
sweatshirt, $41.99, at Quality Farm & 
Fleet, nationwide; Sears, nationwide; JC 
Penney's, nationwide. Joseph Maffei 
zip-front hoody, $100, at Antique Bou- 
tique, New York City; or call (914) 634- 
0914. Helmut Lang hooded parka, 
$540, at Helmut Lang, New York City; 
Maxfield, Los Angeles. CK Cahrin Klein 
khakis, $55, at Bloomingdale's, New 
York City; Macy's, New York City. 



PAGE 98: Joseph Maffei 
hoody, $105, at Antique 
Boutique, New York City; 
or call (914) 634-0914. 
Helmut Lang cotton 
safety vest, $300, at 
Helmut Lang, New York 
City; Saks Fifth Avenue, 
New York City. Martin Margiela leather 
wristband, $50, at IF, New York City; 
Riccardi, Boston; Untitled, New York 
City. Vintage Levi's jeans, $30, at Filth- 
mart, New York City. 
PAGE 99: Stephen Sprouse asymmetri- 
cal poncho, $585, at Barneys, New 
York City; Antique Boutique, New York 
City; NYCE, Los Angeles. Levi's yeans, 
sugg. retail $52, call (800) USA LEVI. 
Clarks Wallabee Oxford Loafers, $90, 
at Clarks stores, nationwide. 
PAGE 100: Yohji Yamamoto pour Homme 
shirt, $290, jacket, $875, and assorted 
pants, $430, at Yohji Yamamoto, New 
York City; Alan Bilzerian, Boston; Max- 
field, Los Angeles. Burberry tie, $85, 
and Deacon silk raincoat, $1,050, at 
Burberry stores, nationwide. 
PAGE 102: Gap zip-front hooded sweat- 
shirt, $48, at Gap stores, nationwide. 
Vexed Generation polar fleece hoody, 
$224, at Squid, New York City; Louis 
Boston, Boston; Antique Boutique, 
New York City; Naked, Los Angeles; or 
call 01 1 -44-1 71 -251 -8861. Vintage 
Levi's jeans vest, $20, at Filthmart, 
New York City. 

PAGE 103: Champion sweatshirt, $48, at 
better department stores and sporting 
goods stores nationwide, or call (800) 
999-2249. Carhartt denim dungaree 
pants, $36.99, at Quality Farm & Fleet, 
nationwide; Sears, nationwide; JC Pen- 
ney's, nationwide. Caterpillar Stockton 
6" boots, sugg. retail $100, at Track 'n' 
Trail, nationwide; JC Penney's, nation- 
wide. 

WHERE TO BUT 

THIS PAGE: Vexed Generation polar 
fleece hoody, $224, at Squid, New 
York City; Louis Boston, Boston; 
Antique Boutique, New York City; 
Naked, Los Angeles; or call 01 1 -44- 
171-251-8861. Vintage Levi's jeans 
vest, $20, at Filthmart, New York City. 
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Bent ley College WBTY 
Bawling Green University WBGU 
Central Washington University WkCWU 
Clemson University jgVSBF 
llinols InstJtute of Technology BoUl 
Iowa State University WURE 
Ithaca College WICB 
Kent State University WKSR 
Mesa State KMSA 
Hew Mexico State University KRUX 
Old Dominion University W0DU 
Oregon State University KBVR 
St John's University WSJU 
San Antonio College KSYM 
San Jose State University KSJS 
USMA-West Point 
University of Arizona 
University of Idaho 
University of Iowa 
University of Maine 
UNCWImlngton 
University of North Florida 
University of Puget Sound 
University of Tennessee 
Virginia Tech 
Wake Forest University 
West Virginia University 
William & Mary 
.Williams College 
Wisconsin-Stevens Point 
PLUS MANY MORE... 

SIGNUP FOR SPIN COLLEGE RADIO - If your 

college wouM Bee to become an aflWHI 
write Dan D*Conor at SMICfoitege Radio, 205 
Uudngton Ave, 3rd floor, NY, NY, 10016 or email 
iHegeraiflo@splnniag.com 



KAMP 
KUOI 
KRUI 
WMEB 
WLOZ 
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SEE NEW MUSIC NOW 




30 MINUTES. 5 BANDS. ZERO ANGRY VIEWERS. 



Hosted by Shawn Stewart and brought to you by SPIN magazine and the 
Access Entertainment Network. For the Who, What, Where, and When 
check out the SPIN Television Area on SPINonline. AOL keyword: SPIN 



ONLY ON ACCESS ENTFRTAINMf NT NETWORK IT'S THE MUSIC THAT MATTERS! 



SPIN 
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FEBRUARY 1999 



ANNOUNCEMENTS 



DJ EQUIPMENT 



ILTH 



DON'T WANT TO DISSECT? 
Need an alternative? 

The Science Bank has what you need 

e-mail aavsal@aol.com or call 
1-800-SAY-AAVSfortree information 



AUDIO EQUIPMENT 



FREE Stereo Catalog 

Power up your car with i facta' stereo, or create the perfect home 

theater sy item For the totteu stereo {ear around turn to the 
audio experts at CrurxhfieW. We've got hot new CD receivers, high 
performance speakers and more, at pnees you'll love, with service 
that'll make you tm*e- Crutchfield makes it eaiy* 
CaBToday! l400-f$S-M09.«RtSP7 
online: www.crutchfield.corn 

CRUTCHFIELD 



BOOKS & PUBLICATIONS 



"THE ANARCHIST COOKBOOK" Available again 
S25 postpaid. Barricade Books, P.O. Box 1401 -B 
Secaucus.NJ 07096 



CABLE & ELECTRONICS 



CABLE DESCRAMBLER KIT 

Only $14.95! See ALL the channels. 
Why pay hundreds more? 
Call 1-800-752-1389 

CABLE TV BOXES/DESCRAMBLERS 
Fully Activate, Gets All Channels 
CLARK CABLE 1-888-557-2978 



CONCERT INFORMATION 



MOttrt — X~^ EIioBse fr 
2872 BUSH JT v JO 



The Right Gear, 

Ri ght Here 



AMERICA'S #1 

ROCK & ROLL 



Tour Schedules for Over 600 Bands 
Concerts by Area - US. & Canada 
The Latest Hews & Updates 
Artist Mailing Addresses 

2872 Bush W-.trtexVy 




1-900-226-SPIN 

Ulfmn Utxtofad CanUmjoinrf UnHw IB gM PkwiiQU. 

A 01 1-592- 



5-1 193 




DJ EQUIPMENT 



m HE a>>>} J CK 

PRO AUDIO 
CATALOG 

Huge selection of pro gear at warehouse direct 
prices. Even better, we add outstanding value 
with one-on-one customer service, and quality 
after-the-sale support. 132-Page Color Catalog! 



itoetfe 0trecf ftfcee/ 

Technics. 
t jniW 

SONY 

S crown 

dDnoweER 
HE Roland 
Numnr* 

DENON 



SSSIfitttVa* "A 
* '449- L ^ 



Order Online 
www.pssl.con 

Tile OJ'a Chalet* Sinew 197b 
Most Orders Shipped out Swim Day ! 

1-800-672-4268 

Outside of USA (714) 891-5914 

□ PRO SOUND 
& STAGE LIGHTING 

11711 Monarch St Garden Grove, CA 92841 



EDUCATION 



270, 

SEND 52.00 FOR CATALOG *» 

usTtsE i9,i;i ouurrr ksukh rAPits oi 
CALL TOLL FREE 800-351-0222 

RESEARCH ASSISTANCE S<rr*j *. m*™ 

1 1322 Idaho Aw, rtMJS. los Angeles 90OJ5 lammm-l, una Wl 



http://www.rescarch-assistance.com 





TRIPLE XXX ANABOLIC COMPOUND 



STEROIDS 

SAFE STEROID REPLACEMENT WITH ABSOLUTELY NO SIDE EFFECTS! 
No Prescription Needed - Anything Stronger Would Be Illegal!! 

TRIPLE XXX ANABOLIC COMPOUND 

Triple xxx increases testosterone levels 3 ways! Testosterone is the 
most powerful Anabolic muscle producing hormone found in the body! 

EACH TRIPLE XXX ANABOLIC COMPOUND TABLET CONTAINS: 

50 MG ANDROSTENEDIONE - Studies indicate boost in Testosterone levels 01 337' i 

Androslenedione is trie true East German secret-IT HELPED THE GREAT HOMERUN RECORD! 
5 MG DIHYDROXYFLOVONE - Newest hi-tech Anabolic blocks your body from converting 

Testerooene (good) into Estrogen (bad) Allows your body s Testosterone levels in the blood to increase 
5 MG BORON (GLUCONATE) - Increases Testosterone levels up to 200% Increased 

Testosterone means (aster muscle growth along with increased tat burning 
500 MG TRIBULUS TERRESTRIS - Imported Irom Bulgaria this 

Anabolic is absolutely the best muscle and strength producing ingredient 

available 

1 00% GUARANTEED RESULTS! 



Send Check or Money order lo P H.D. PHARMACEUTICALS 

5603-ES W FRIENDLY AVE «260 • GREENSBORO, NC 27410 

1-800-914-6559 



One Bottle. 90 Tablets 

S29 95 .S3 00S&H 

Two Bottles 

(Special get 3n) FREE! 

$59 90 • S3 00 S&H 

FREE Underground 

Newsletter with order 
Check : Money order 
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SAFB FOR ALL 
I DRUB TESTIHG! 

| Because at me potency 
■ Ot fht4 product, it* 

— * fecofTwnencJed thai it 
I not be used tor mote 

— | than nine weeks 

* without a three-week 
~J off eyefc. 



FINANCE 



MONEY TROUBLES? OVERDUE BILLS? 

REDUCE INTEREST, CUT MONTHLY CREDIT CARD 
PAYMENTS, RESTORE CREDIT, NON PROFIT COM- 
PANY CAN HELP. CALL 1 -800-SAVE-ME-2 



| HEALTH 

PENIS ENLARGEMENT FDA Approved vacuum pumps or 
surgical. Gain 1-3". Permanent. Safe. Enhance erection. 
FREE Brochures. Dr. Joel Kaplan (312)409-5557 
Latest enlargement into: 1-900-976-PUMP (J2.95/min| 




IN CREDIT GUARANTEED! 
You Can't Be Refused 
VISA/MASTERCARD 

You will reciw an adusr* list o( sources thit will grant you unsecured 
credit with no credit checks orKcunrydepositregardlessoljwr cred- 
it history. You will recer* your persons! iniomaliftf [tt-Ule In :Hvr 
a credil line ol 110.000 (or S29.95 plus H.95 shippint i 
handling or 19.95 for onority harjlirig. 

Sfflias CM «T. liisVirutioral Services 
PO BOX 37627 Oak Park, Michigan *8237 
(S771 3)1-2707 



IMPOTENCE? 
VIAGRA [sildenafil citrate) 
CHANGES LIVES 
Cheap, Fast, Private, and Confidential 
1-800-GET-DRbG Ext. 306 
From our website to your home 
www.LifestyleUSA.com 



INTERNET SITES 



FUN STUFF 



GROW LIGHTS ' HYDROPONICS ' ORGANICS 

Online Indoor/Outdoor Garden Supplies 
www.homeharvest.com 



HELP WANTED 



Over 200,000 CD's available! 

Order by 1 2pm EST shipped same day 
www.towerrecords.com 
AOL = keyword: Tower 

LARGEST ROCK AND ROLL store in the 
U.S.A T-Shlrts, Jewelry, Clothing, Leather 
Shoes. All the stuff you need to piss oft 
your parents 
www.altshopcomplex.com/14 



HOME TYPISTS 
PC USERS NEEDED. 
$45,000 INCOME POTENTIAL 
CALL 1 -800-51 3-4343 
EXT. B-1456 

EASY WORK! EXCELLENT PAY! 

Assemble products at Home. Call Toll-Free 
1-800-467-5566 ext. 2566 



$1,000 WEEKLY! EASY WORK! 

Clerical & assembly work. Paychecks Guaranteed. 
Free Details. Send SASE: PO box 5261 -SN, 
Pittsburgh, PA 15206-0261 




your one stop hangout 
for merchandise and 
entertainment period. 



For information on how you too can advertise 
in SPIN Classified contact Ann David at 
312.321.7912 or lax 312.321.7016 or write: 
303 East Ohio 23rd Floor, Chicago, IL 60611 



Cot 



CLASSIFIEDS 



FEBRUARY 1999 



LOOKOUTI R6G0RD8 

The first to bring you Green Day. Operation Ivy & Rancid' 
Lookout! has new records by Avail, Auntie Chnst. Black 



For*, Trw Bomb Bassets, The Criminals, The Crumbs. The 
Donnas, The Groovte Ghoutles. The Hl-Frves, The Mr T 
Experience. Pansy Dtvlston, The Phantom Surfers. Pin- 
head Gunpowder, The Potatomen, Servotron, The Smug- 
glers. Sqmrtgun, Uranium 9 Von, & (Young)Pwneers. 
•Send $1 lor catalog to: Lookout. Records Spin! 
-P.O. Box 1 1 374 Berkeley CA 9471 2-2374* jFlfK 
ir hotline: 510-883-6971 
kourwebsrte! www.lookoutrecortJs.com 



Kristin Hersh 

Murder, Misery and then Goodnight 



A new album featuring 1 2 covers of Kristin Hersh's 
favorite Appalachian folk songs. CD only, $1 1 .98 Avail- 
able from www.4AD.com 

and other major online music retailers. 
This ts the first in a new series of releases Irom 4AD, 
available v.a the internet & ma.l order only. 



-SEX-CRAMA 

MUSIC 
I KOI 
VUII I 

I- II. MS 




eloNJB 



JACKIE 

MARTLING 



iuau%t^lit.ct 



POETRY CONTEST 



POETRY CONTEST! 


$48,000 


Send one original poem 
20 knea or less tx 


In prizes 


The National Library ol Poetry 


Awarded annually 


Suite 16230 
i Poetry Plaza 




Ow-ngs Mills, MD 21117 


Possible Publication 


ci 987- mi th» mm <* >***t 



POSTERS & PHOTOS 



CELEBRITY PHOTOS 'MUSIC POSTERS - 
name favorites Send SASE to: PIX/SPIN, 
Box 20747, Houston, TX 77225 
Website - www.photowrld.com 



moinuotiuri 

IB 



Real World Education 

0. " 



J4 



school of 

Audio • Film/Video • Digital Media 
Game Design ■ Show Production 

800.226.7625 np 

www.fullsail.com 

3300 University Blvd Winter Park. FL 32792 L U 
Ft rune ul aid avarfable to those who qualify Job ni|| ("fill 
pbcememMsistancc AccreditedbyACCSCT 'RU-mlL 



You love music and want to 

make it a career 
We teach people who love 
music how to make it a career 
Let's talk. 




Recording Engineers 

SSL. Neve. Production. Hands on. 
6 month program 

Singers. Keyboardists. Guitarists. 
Bassists. Drummers 

Learn. Perform. Write Songs. Record. 
Programs from 3 months - 2 years 

Starting April: Weekend Workshops 

Questions? 

1-B00-255-PLAY or (323) 462-1384 




I, W.-K— . • Aft*daMcT U ii»r> 

dot in IVmtrwi • SfiutH 

CONSERVATORY OF RECORDING ARTS & SCIENCES 
2300 Eu Broadway Rd. • Tempc.AZ 85282 



1-800-562-6383 



CREATIVE 
CAREERS 
FOR CREATIVE 
MINDS 

Computer Animal ion 

Culinary Arts 

Fashion Design 

Graphic Design 

Industrial Design Technology 

Interior Design 

Multimedia 

Photography 

Video Production 

Web Site Administration 

. Create an exciting 
and rewarding future at 
one of these 16 locations 




. Financial aid available 
if qualified 



Allanta 
Chicago 
Dallas 
Denver 
Furt Lauderdale 
Houston 
Los Angrte* 
Minnetola 
New York 
Philadelphia 
Pittsburgh 
Phoenu 
Portland 
San Frantisco 
Sthaumhun* 
Seattle 



THE ART INSTITUTES INTERNATIONAL® 



300 Sixth Avenue. Suite 800. Pittsburgh, PA 1 5222.2598 



I .800. 592.0700 

www.aii.edu 

:r;The Art Institutes International' Int.. 1998 
Alt programs not available at all locations. SPIN 



RECORDING ENGINEER 
BROADCASTER 

R.idio/TV/SporU/News/DJAralkShow 
Music/Muliimedia/Digilal/Vldeo/Film 



No Experience Required. On-The-Job Traintna in 
Major Local Recording Studios & Radio/TV Sta- 
tions Great 2nd career. Part-time. Nights. 
Weekends. Call for free video 1 -800-295-4433 
recording connection.com 



PSYCHICS 



i3^^M'"" : ' '" '••llirBIS) Ps>- 
a/^P^k^^V' (hid in Mailers 0/ 

_F ^^^m llcirf Gi f Ansi.fi s 

VpPa\^a^^^P!y f'roin Psychics Who Core 

NuMBiOLOGy'TAiior 
^j^ijrm-j^-'"-""" astrology • Cuurvoyant 

AS LOW AS S1.H3/MIN 

16% lJ0pi81,4l38 
CDCC 1-900-370-6112 

I IILb FIRST 2 MINFREES3 99 



SAMPLE OUR PSYCHICS 

Try it free. 1-800-568-9573 
Adults over 18 



SPIN CLASSIFIEDS 



FOR INFORMATION ON ADVERTISING RATES, 
CLOSING DATES AND DEMOGRAPHICS 
Call Ann David at (312) 321-7912 or 
send a lax (312) 321-7016 
write via e-mail at vsclassads@aol.com 
or snail mail to 303 East Ohio 23rd 
Floor, Chicago, IL 60611 



IMPORT & RARE CD, VIDEO CATALOGS 

All titles listed A-Z. thousands of titles available, 

huge selection metal rock & pop, send want 
lists. Send $5 to CDI, PO Box 2918. Acton, MA 
01720-6918, Ph/Fax 1-781-259-4371. Personal 
checks, MC, Vlsa.lntemet: http//:www.csmon- 
line.com/cdi 
E-mall: cdivideo@aol.com 



IMPORT COSI ROCK, POP, METAL, ALTERNATIVE 

For a free catalog write to SILVERDISC MUSIC. 
1 9425-B Soledad, #272-SR Santa Clarita, CA91 351 
visit our web site at http://www.silverdisc.com 



Ncttwcrk Records . FREE CATALOG 
Sarah Mciadilan. Delerium. Autour De Lucie 
Single Gun Theory. Sully. Wild Strawberries 
Download. Tara Maclean, Skinny Puppy 
Soundtracks and Compilations 




IMPORTED RARITIES from around the world on CD, 
Video & Audio cassettes. M Manson, Korn, Tool, 
311, Nirvana, Son Volt, Rage, Amos, Beasties. Kiss 
- 1000's more. All new 1999 Catalog $1.00. 
ECELECTIC MUSIC 
PO Box 1864 Royal Oak, Ml 48068 
www.eclecticmusic.com 

270,000 IMPORT CD'S 

all cats incl. Collectibles/Hard To Find 

http7Avww.musicimports.com 
P. 954-764-3879 FAX 954-764-3890 



DINO'S MUSIC 

2800 W. Berry 
Ft. Worth, TX 76109 
817-924-7676 

Visit Our New Site 
vmw.dinosmusic.com 

E-mail: buy@dinosmusic.com 
Import CDs, Collectibles, Con- 
cert Photos, Posters, Etc. 
FREE CATALOG! 



FREE CATALOG: BREAKBEAT, DRUM 'N BASS. 
DANCE, RARE GROOVE, JAZZ & MORE. PHAT BEATS. 
SMOOTH GROOVES. CD & VINYL. SEND REQUEST 
TO: CONFUSION RECORDS. 4 MEYER PL.. STE 3 
KENTFIELD, CA 94904 

INDUSTRIAL, ELECTRO & GOTHIC 

Outstanding selection & price. CD's & T-Shirts Free 
Catalog: DIGITAL UNDERGROUND. 526 S. 5th St.. Phila 
PA 19147. Or call Today! 1-215-925-5324 
www.industrial-music.com 



TOBACCO 



Travel Your 
Own Road 
With Your 
Own Smoke 
www.kentuckyblondes.com 
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^p- THE TWOMAl**AW fePfPT CiAMpoutL o ANO ANMfW wHiTAtfc<=- fiFM/ltf? 
don/wet* op IMtlOPE F*AMiei«A C056NT 1Mb * Ho MfttTf r ? FAvoftae UKf 
oFAu."TAUMTE»6yTM6Ci-0WMi»r«utiotiry, SPAAfiHfr MX B»»yuim A 
MA»ti pffttyMf*. At-$» AWHffy tcoja, AM/ CCA5CM 4^, 5AMAHTMA Mo«c- 
WnA,Kin F»RRetT, MUY G^AeuAnv, am o piAhA iwiTAT. *°°> re€N 
A*«» ^6T* «^ AM6ft«tA.Se6 ( I'M NOT Att ftA©. 5«*T T«$T fc/A'» 

' Ne>r mo«jt>4. y.F$. 
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